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Words of Praise 


I am a constant reader of the famous TAN 
Magazine for three years now, and I think it’s 
one of the top magazines in the world. I really 
dig those stories like crazy. Please keep up the 
good work! 

Carolyn Hinsman 
Geneva, Fla. 


Recently I read my first issue of TAN Maga- 
zine. It was the first time I had picked up a 
book of this sort and read it (believe it or not), 
before putting it down. I think Tan is the 
greatest! 

Patricia McCoy 
Inkster, Mich. 


I’m a regular reader of TAN for almost two 
years, and it is one of the best magazines out. 
This is my first time writing to you, but I’ve 
just finished reading “The Private Life Of 
Brook Benton,” in the May issue and I think 
this story is one of the best. I also enjoyed 
reading “I Wanted Everything” in the March 
issue. Please keep up the excellent work. 

William Henry, Jr. 
206 So. 60th St. 
Philadelphia, Penna. 


‘Old Man’s Darling’ 


For a long time I had been ashamed of my 
husband who is 15 years older than I until I 
read your story in the June issue of TAN called 
“Old Man’s Darling, Young Man’s Fool.” My 
husband was also impressed with the realness 
of the characters and now I can honestly say 
I am sincerely proud to be an old man’s “dar- 
ling.” More real life stories should appear 
more often in magazines and many more 
couples will profit, as I did, by reading them. 

Freda DeGrate 


Denver, Colo. 


After reading your “swinging” June issue of 
Tan Magazine all I can say is that it’s “mighty 
tough.” I’m a 19-year-old bride and am happy 
to “discover” after reading the TAN stories that 
the magazine also includes lots of interesting 
info on clothes and foods. Now I can combine 
business with pleasure, and all for two bits. 

Sincerely, 
Katherine Davis 
Kansas City, Mo. 













Mrs. Carrie Rencher shown at 
the foot of the lovely staircase 
in her California home. 






‘f=. Gracious Los Angeles mansion 


owned by Mrs. Carrie Rencher 
for the past seven years. 





Vaseline 


TRADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


Vaseline 


TE PETROLEU 


More people depend on pure ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly than any other dressing on earth 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESE®ROUGH-POND'S INC 
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[ should like very much to have a pen friend 
in America. I am 18% years old. I am a white 


girl. I am 59” tall, have light brown hair, blue 
eyes and a fair complexion. My hobbies are 
reading, writing, dancing, and mostly all out- 


door sports. I promise to answer all letters 
which I receive. 

Catherine Williamson 

9 Murray St., 

Bow Darm, 

Greenock, 

Renfrewshire, 

Scotland, U. K. 


I have been and will continue to be an avid 
reader of your wonderful magazine. Please 
print my name in your Pen Pal column. I am 
a veteran, just discharged from the army. I 
happen to be a poet and story writer, and 
would like to correspond with other young 
poets and story writers, both male and female, 
for the purpose of forming a literary club. All 
letters will be answered and photos exchanged 
on request. 

Calyin Gomez 
68 W. 138th St., Apt. 43, 
New York 37, N. Y. 


On reading the Pen Pal section of this nice 
magazine, | decided that I would like to be a 
pen pal. | am 33 years old, and pastor of a large 
church here in Ormond Beach. I would like to 


make new friends all over the state and else- 
where in the world with young men and 
women from the teen throughout the thirties. 
Maybe I can share in some problem or be a 


help to someone in some way. Let’s make 
friends and exchange photos. 

Rev. Theodore Brown 

239 Yonge St. 

Ormond Beach, Fla. 


[ am a regular reader of Tan, and have 
been for five years. I would like to become a 
member of your Pen Pal club. I am 18, weigh 
170 pounds, have dark eyes and hair and a 
light complexion. I like to dance and play 
basketball. I will answer all letters regard- 
less of race, creed or religion. Thank you. 

Joe L. Tillmon 
Mount Meigs, Ala., P. O., 
Mount Meigs, Ala. 


I shall be very grateful if you can help me 
secure a Pen Pal in the States. This has 
been my long cherished desire to correspond 


with anybody whose age is from 18 years up- 
ward, so that we can express ideas about our 
countries 

I welcome letters from either of the sexes. 
My interest lies in photography, music and 


dancing, but I hope to correspond with any- 
body whose hobbies do not include mine. I 
am 24 years old, and I stand 5/10”. I am 
ittached to the Recording Section of the 
National Broadcasting System. Thanks in 


1dvance 
Theodore L. Tawiah 
Radio Ghana Recording Section 
Accra, Ghana 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would appreciate it very much if you 
would be so kind as to print my name in your 
Pen Pal column. I am 21, 5’74%4” tall and a 
student in engineering. I like jazz very much 
and would like to correspond with boys and 
girls in the Negro race. I would prefer pen 
pals from New York and Alaska over any 
other states. 

Napoleon P. A. C. Jarlington 
3 Thorncliffe Rd. 

Mapperley Park 

Nottingham, England 


I like your magazine very much and I think 
the Pen Pal section is great for those of us 
who are a long way from home and want some- 
one to write us. Please add my letter. 

I am stationed aboard the cruiser Los 
Angeles. I am 17, have black eyes and hair, 
5’11” tall, and weigh 155 pounds. I like rock 
and roll, reading and sports, and would like 
to correspond with young ladies between 
the ages of 14-20 (especially from Florida). 
I will glady exchange photos. 

Moses J. McKnight 
SA—5191433 
5th Division 

NAA Los Angeles (CA-135) 
FPO San Francisco 


I am a regular reader of your wonderful 
magazine, and I think it’s great. Will you 
please enter my name and address in your Pen 
Pal column. I would like to correspond with 
anyone who likes to write. I am a Negro boy 
19 years of age, 5’9” tall, and weigh 125 
pounds. I would like to hear from someone 
between the ages of 16 to 25. All letters will 
be answered and photos will be exchanged if 
requested, so let me hear from all of you. 

Patrick Russell 
34 Galloway R.D. 
Kingston 13, Jamaica B.W.I. 


I am a very lonely boy and would like to 
become a member of your Pen Pal club. I 
am 15 years, 5/8” and weigh 158 Ibs. My 
complexion is light brown, dark brown hair 
and light brown eyes. My hobbies are foot- 
ball, baseball, swimming and dancing. I would 
like to correspond with girls and boys between 
the ages of 13 and 32 all over the world. I 
will exchange photos and answer all letters. 

Willie George Ray II 
34 Murchison Terrace, Apt. 2 
Orlando, Fla. 


Please enter my name in the Pen Pal 
column. I am 18 years old with light brown 
complexion and reddish brown hair. I am 
5’8” tall and in my last year of high school. 
I would like to correspond with boys 18-25. I 
will answer letters and exchange photos. 

Patricia S. McDaniel 
P. O. Box 421 


Milano, Texas 


Will you please publish this letter in the 
Pen Pal column of Tan. I have received over 
300 letters and I’m sorry I can’t answer them 


all. The letters were very interesting and I 
enjoyed every one of them. I’m so sorry that 
I can’t write so many letters. This is my senior 
year at Gumberry High School, and with my 
studies, various acting, and public speaking, 
I can’t afford to write all letters individually. 
So please include this letter in the Pen Pal 
column, and I would like to say again that I 
enjoyed the letters and would like to meet all 
my pen pals one day. I have answered 185 
letters. Sincerely, 

Shirley Cain 


P. O. Box 12 
Jackson, N. C. 


I’m a regular reader of TAN magazine, and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal column. I am 17 years old, 53”, weigh 
115 pounds, and have a light brown com- 
plexion. I have black hair and dark brown 
eyes. My hobbies are collecting postcards and 
foreign coins. I like to dance, swim, write 
poetry and play tennis. 

I would like to correspond with young males 
between the ages of 18-26. I prefer Army, Air 
Force or college boys. Please publish my 
name soon. Thanks, loads. Will exchange 


photos also. 
Miss Judith Flemmings 
P. O. Box 965 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 


I am a regular reader of TAN magazine and 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal column. I 
would like to correspond with young boys and 
girls between the ages of 13-30. I am 15, 5’6” 
tall, weight 113 Ibs. I have dark eyes, black 
hair, and a medium complexion. My hobbies 
are dancing and all sorts of sports. All letters 
will be answered immediately. 

Miss Willie Faye Green 
Star Route 
Odgen, Ark. 


I enjoy reading your magazine and would 
be very grateful if you would publish my let- 
ter in your Pen Pal column. I wish to cor- 
respond with fellows 26-30 years of age. I am 
26 years old, 5 feet tall and weigh 98 pounds. 
I have jet black hair which I wear bobbed. My 
complexion is medium brown. I have brown 
eyes that are slanted slightly, and my hobbies 
are dancing, music, reading and collecting 
photos. I hope in life to own a home. 

Celestine Anderson 
2220 Brooklyn 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I am a regular reader of your TAN maga- 
zine. I like your Pen Pal section very much 
and would like to become a member of it. I 
am 16 years old with light brown complexion, 
black hair, and brown eyes. My hobbies are 
reading, writing and dancing. I would like to 
hear from boys and girls all over the world 
between the ages of 17-19. Thank you and 
keep up the good work. 


Olamae Hill 
Route 2, Box 210 
Fort Valley, Ga. 
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oO #2243 

SHOCK SHEATH 

This shocker fits so well 
people will think you were 
born in it. Tiny shoestring 
straps are the only cover for 
bared shoulders and back 
You'll be a sensation whether 
you choose Silver or Gold 
turex. 10 to 18 $19.99 


oO #2284 
WITCHCRAFT 


No slink slunk without that 
magic effect when you don 
this femme fatale favorite! 
Poured-on sheath styling 
accents bosom with that oh- 
so-effective Empire line. Cot- 
ton lace. Fully Rayon taffeta 
lined. Biack, Red, White, Aqua 
Sizes 7 to 17 and 8,20 $17.99 


a #2806 FUR LOVE 

He'll love you in this cuddly 
clingy crepe sensation! Scoop 
neck is covered with U.S. Rab- 
bit fur collar, that looks the 
most. Fully lined White or 
Black. Sizes 8 to 20. $24.99 





oO #2642 ACHEEN 

South Seas sensation cuts out 

crafty little accents front anc 

back teams two pieces for 

togetherness Arnel Pink, 

Biue White Sizes 8 to 16 
$14.99 


#7485 


BUNNY HUG 
Glamour-sweater hugs your 
curves in heavenly Nylon Ban 
jon trimmed with real U.S 
Rabbit fur for fabulous appeal 

neck top. Black, White 
Sizes 34 to 40 $9.99 


@ #2496 

CORONATION 

All the regal splendor of 

becoming queen surrounds you 

when you slip into this gor- 

geousiy fox trimmed veivet 

curve-cuddier. Crush resistant 

tayon. Black. Sizes 7 to 15 
$24.99 


a #3218 «WIP ENHANCER 
Remarkable foam rubber pads 
— found you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs, too. Knitted Ray- 
on Acetate Powerfiex. Remov- 
abie garters. White, Black. 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch. $8.99 


o #3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 

Removable foam rubber pets 

a you that rounded look. 

po pra oe yyy r net. 
i rom 

ps Oink. si ~ a White 

waist. 


Sizes 23” to 30 


o #3277 Two-TIMER 
iwacle under-an-ounce foam 


rubber fit into miracu- 
lously pockets on hip 
and derriere. Knitted nylon ) 


. k oF ite. * 
Waist sizes 22” to 30” $12.99 


a #2068 «Minus FOUR! 
"s right! This 6,” rayon- 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned thr .. Side hook- 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for ers. White. Sizes: 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price. $3.50 


| #3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdle with this sensational 


OERRIERE gives flattest of 
tummies and yet pushes up the 
“tnwing end’ for that feminine 
faturai look’ Grand for sports- 
wear and sheaths White 

Sizes 23 to 30 inch wars! $9.99 


















































FasuLoUs i 
77%) A i a 
Bare your shoulders see sane 
the barely sate effect! Fit ; ; + CATALOG ; : 
your curves styling hy taf ; j with 
has expensive detail... like By purcnase § i 
2 10 inch hem! Drip dry cot 
ton. Light Bive, Coral. Tur on sewn Sec a 
Quoise. Black and Gold. Sizes g 4 
8 to 16 +699 H 
t 
 ezsse WD LAR [) | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35< Postage) ¢ 
» lawyer. even [) SEND C.0.D. (NC C.0.D. without $1.00 deposit on each item 
chief, will like the 
look in this dramati 5 
check with the twi i 
eled ag gD ‘ 
Sizes 8 to 16. a 











TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white. . . specially 


kind to normal 





delicate skin. 


BY McKESSON 


SETTER :.. 


POEMS 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC €0., 49 W. 32St. Studie 769, New York 1 


Be a Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 36th St., N.Y 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 

















Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 


Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 

ake anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
nformation and directions will help you become 
more mas ag and exert greater influence. You will 


be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 

ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 

REFUNDED. Just send your name and wiry Pay on 

delivery $2.00 plus postage or = $2.00 cash or 

money order and I will pay posta 

FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-F 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, NW. Y. 
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By Eve Lynne 
a EVE: 


Please help me. I am 21 years 
old, and the mother of five kids. My hus- 
band and I are separated. He is in Ohio 
and planning to get married very soon. | 
am in love with a very nice young man. 
He has been married at one time. 

I stay with my mother, father, sister 
and brother. I work every day. My sis- 
ter and brother are very mean to my chil- 
dren, and my boy friend wants me to get 
an apartment. He will pay the rent for 
me and my kids. My mother and father 
say no. What shall I do, stay or move? 
This young man is very good to me. | 
don’t know what I would do if it were 
not for him. Please tell me, what to do? 


Mrs. M. D. 
Dear Mrs. M. D.: 


If your former husband is planning to 
remarry, | assume you are legally free. 
Then, marry your boy friend and both 
of you move into the apartment. Don’t 
accept a separate arrangement no matter 
how difficult the situation may be at 
home. A comfortable old shoe rarely 
gets to the altar. 


Dear Eve: 


I would like very much to meet an at- 
tractive looking Negro girl between the 
ages of 18 and 28, but due to social bar- 
riers, it has been very hard to do. I am 
white and of Italian descent. 

I am fairly new in Cleveland, but in 
the city I was formerly in, I dated sev- 
eral Negro girls and we found our com- 


panionship to be very enjoyable. Please 
help me find a way to solve this problem. 


Johnny Cavelli 
Dear Johnny: 


You will find the opportunity not only 
to meet Negroes, but to help in a worth- 
while cause, too, if you will contact the 
Urban League in your city. YMCA’s, in- 
terracial organizations, churches and 
many sports groups also are meeting 
places for all races. Many persons of dif- 
ferent races have formed good and last- 
ing friendships. May your sincerity be 
rewarded. 


Dear Eve: 


I am 22, and going with a boy who is 
21. He says he loves me very much. He 
comes to see me every Sunday, and is 
very nice around me. I love him, too. 
We have been going together for about 
two years. Last year he said we were 
going to be married, but this year he 
hasn’t said anything about it. But he 
still comes to see me, and we have a big 
time. 

Do you think he will ever ask me to 
marry him? Or am I too old for him? 
He says he loves no one but me. Do you 
think I should wait for him to ask me 
to marry him, or find someone else? 
You see, I am not getting any younger. 


Miss M. 
Dear Miss M.: 


If you have similar interests and a mu- 
tual attraction for each other, you are 
not too old for this young man. It does 
appear, though, that he is not marriage- 
minded at this time. However, he may 
just require a little prodding. You would 
be within your rights to bring up the 
question of marriage, and definitely 
learn his intentions. (Incidentally, you 
don’t have to plan to retire at 22.) 


Dear Eve: 


I am a boy nineteen years of age, and 
I’m a fan of your magazine. I have been 
wanting to come to New York City for a 
long time. What shall I do? 

S. F. 
Dear S. F.: 


So have many people, and it’s not as 
easy as just wanting to go. The demands 
of life in a big city might soon change 
the glamor to disillusion. If you have 
no definite business and family connec- 
tions in New York City, it would not be 
advisable to go at this time. 
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By Margo Hughes 


IANIST Erroll Garner, without a new recording 

issued since early 1959, is selling out every concert he’s 
played this season, and is all set for another “first.” He’ll 
tee off the jazz concerts at New York’s Lincoln Center for 
the Performing Arts, a $100-million cultural center now 
under construction in the big town. 


Artful jazz pianist Ahmad Jamal was a tremendous 
hit on his last trip to Africa and didn’t go near a piano 
keyboard. Instead, Jamal, who is well on the way to be- 
coming a millionaire, invested some of his growing fortune 
in African enterprises. 


And, Mauri Leighton, who has been singing star 

of the Larry Steele shows more than once, was going over 

big in London town. While starring in the Pigalle Res- 

taurant’s floorshow, Harlem Heatwave, the entire produc- 

tion was taped for a TV spectacular, recorded in album 

form and Mauri herself signed with a British firm to record 
on her own. 


Model-cover girl Lisa Donzell 
has been dancing her way around 
Tangier, Casablanca, Dakar, Sene- 
gal, and other such faraway places 
as part of an American Negro floor 
show unit called Voici Harlem! The 
French-African audiences may have 
been a bit misled, however, because 





Mauri Leighton 
there’s nothing particularly Harlem about a carnival in 
Rio, a Haitian voodoo ritual, or a Jamaican calypso, which 
is what the revue featured. 


One of the Modern Jazz Quartet’s concerts in Yugo- 
slavia was taped by CBS-TV for showing on its Twentieth 
Century series. The combo just returned from Europe. 


Harry Belafonte, who nearly lost an eye in a child- 
hood accident, donated quite a large sum of his earnings 
during a Puerto Rican tour to a San Juan hospital for care 
of eye patients. He has promised to do the same every year. 


Diahann Carroll, who is obviously an expectant 
mother, has solved all her problems by retiring from show 
business to await the birth of her first child. Diahann had 
many commitments, most of them for heavy loot, and had 
planned to carry on regardless but some other folk did 
not agree. (Continued on Page 60 ) 















Erroll Garner 





Just use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark, drab skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Black and White Bleaching Cream’s 
action works inside your skin. Modern 
science knows no faster way of lighten- 
ing skin. Buy it today! 


Get Black 
and White 
. Bleaching 
| Cream at 
' all drug 

counters 

43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = AnD WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 





[PIPART ON RIGHT SIDE 
WHY PAYS27.75 


HUMAN HAIR 
Watenee 
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Longer hair may now be yours: 


















oe Thank gocdness for 
New RAVEN 
It helps make my hair 

, look ee more beautiful 

and more glamorous 


says Helen Williams, FAMOUS MODEL AND COVER GIRL 


one <7 


Look for Raveen 


at your favorite | 
drug store or cosmetic counter 


You’ll generally find 
New RAVEEN in a prominent location where- 


ever you are accustomed to buying your hair preparations and 
other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful 
RAVEEN display box. And you'll probably find that the sales per- 
son behind the counter will enthusiastically recommend that you 
use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time 
you visit your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN 


—just send $1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury 
tax and 15c for postage) to: SUPREME PRODUCTS CO., 624 South 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We’ll ship C.O.D.. if desired. 


Attention Dealers - it your wholesaler has not 
yet stocked New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we’l! 
see that he gets some in at once. 


Money Back Guarantee ~— you must be 
completely satisfied with the results secured from your very first 
jar of New RAVEEN .. . or send the unused portion back to us 
together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 





SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. ¢ 624 S. Michigan Ave. ¢ Chicago 5, Ill. 












'S : eee here is your \ ® 


RC : 


| S Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


with super-cholesterol for 
extra hair beauty and scalp health! 


Gives your hair a softer, longer, 
more luxurious, satin-like look! 


Helps check dry scalp, 
+ splitting hair and breaking ends! 


Helps protect hair 
from moisture, dryness, dandruff! 


BIG 2 OZ. JAR ONLY $1.00 





Bea 
ee 
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Now . . . with fabulous New RAVEEN it's such a joy . . . and so 
easy, too. . . to have a healthy scalp and longer-looking, more lux- 
urious hair! You'll be the envy of your friends when perfume- 
fragrant RAVEEN quickly helps make your hair feel softer, richer 
and smoother. Get New RAVEEN today and find out for yourself 
how it helps Nature give you the appearance that goes with shining 
billows of long, lustrous hair. 


Why we added Cholesterol to RAVEEN 


New RAVEEN is a completely new preparation designed to put 
back into your hair and scalp some of the necessary and valuable 





oils that you must have for good health and good grooming. it 
has been proved that cholesterol is perhaps one of the most 
valuable ingredients of modern hair therapy. That’s why we spared 
no expense to make New RAVEEN the most superior preparation 
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OL ELDRIDGE WAS jubilant on 
r sixteenth birthday and for many 
It meant that at long last she 
rned the right to date and to buy 
ect her own clothes. But most im- 

f all, being sixteen meant the 
ship of two vital keys, the house 


key and the car key! 

Her “Sweet Sixteen” birthday party 
was a swinging success and would have 
been the social event of the season if 
Marianne, her best girl friend had at- 
tended the affair. But, belatedly, Mari- 
anne had sent her regrets, and for some 
reason or other, the party lost most of 
its sparkle. 

Recently Marianne had been making 
vague excuses rather often, and had 
missed a number of parties and sport 
events because of illness. The surprising 
part was that, usually, the day preceding 


SHOULD 


and the day immediately following her 
illnesses she seemed her old self again. 
More than once Carol had wanted to ask 
her why, but since Marianne was two 
years older she might consider Carol’s 
questions childish, or even laugh at her. 
Carol had heard a number of senior 
girls talking in sophisticated whispers 
about such subjects as “the curse” and 
the cramps, but when she came a little 
closer to really listen the girls had 
changed the subject. There must be a 
connection between Marianne’s one day 


absences and this hush-hush talk, she 
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concluded, but why the secrecy? 
Menstruation was no secret to her, she 
had entered this phase of womanhood 
years ago! 

But it occurred to Carol that there 
were a lot of things she didn’t know 
about menstruation, and one day she’d 
ask some direct questions and get some 
direct answers. 

The chance same sooner than Carol 
expected, when Marianne called the next 
day and invited her over. To Carol’s 
astonishment, a tiny diamond ring 
sparkled on Marianne’s left hand and 
she breathlessly told of future wedding 
plans. 

“Wow,” gasped Carol. “Marianne, 
that’s a beauty, and who is the lucky 
man?” 

Blushingly Marianne told her. 

“You really are a woman now, aren’t 
you? Are you going on to college? 
When will you get married? May I be a 
bridesmaid?” A flood of questions came 
tumbling from Carol’s lips and between 
giggles and wedding plans she decided 
that now would be the time to ask her 
special questions. 

After all, being sixteen, she knew that 
menstruation was no longer a big mys- 
tery, but even after four years of being 
a “woman” she was confused and often 
embarrassed when she honestly felt she 
shouldn’t be. 

Here now was her chance to clear 
things up once and for all. “Marianne,” 
she asked hesitantly, “how are you feel- 
ing today?” 

“Oh, I’m fine now,” Marianne an- 
swered, “but yesterday I was a little un- 
comfortable.” 

“I know I’m being nosey,” Carol 
stammered, “but what makes you sick, 
Marianne? I know you had your pe- 
riod, but when I have mine I feel exactly 
as I always do. 

“This mystery of the menstrual cycle,” 
Carol rushed on, “has always been 
hushed up, and when I ask too many 
questions Mom gets embarrassed and | 
feel like a prize dope. You'll never know 
how confused and baffled I’ve been 
knowing half truths and a variety of old 
wives tales that would make your hair 
stand on end. Tell me, Marianne, what 
should I know?” 

“Hold on, little girl, you’re asking 
somebody who probably doesn’t know 
as much as you,” confided Marianne. 
“However, now that I’m about to become 
a wife it’s high time I find out some 


answers. You know I have an aunt who 
just got her degree from State U last 
June and is a registered nurse at Broad- 
view Hospital. She’d be perfect for us. 
Say, suppose we ask her to help us out.” 

The next day Carol and the bride-to- 
be, Marianne, were sitting in the tiny 
nursing quarters of Aunt Lin, and after 
a series of congratulations, the question 
and answer period started. 

Marianne approached her aunt. “Lin, 
I hope you don’t think Carol and I are 
two big dumb bunnies, but we are curi- 
ous and frankly puzzled about the men- 
strual cycle and we’ve come to you for 
some straight answers. We girls have 
discussed it, our mothers have con- 
tributed some information, but just 
enough to make us wonder what it’s all 
about. First off, and let’s start from the 
beginning, what is the menstrual flow 
and how does it happen, and why did I 
start when I was twelve and Carol when 
she was fourteen?” 

“One question at a time,” smiled Lin, 
“let’s take the first and answer it as 
simply as possible. The menstrual flow 
is a sign of womanhood and it lets you 
know that now your body is ready for 
motherhood.” 

She paused, then went on: “Each 
month, an organ called the uterus or 
womb prepares a fresh, new nesting 
place for a tiny egg, which, if fertilized, 
will develop into a baby. If pregnancy 
isn’t begun, the nesting place is no long- 
er needed and so it is shed. This monthly 
shedding is the menstrual flow. It is 
discharged through the vagina, the pas- 
sageway leading from the uterus to the 
outside of the body. 

“Menstruation occurs for a few days 
about once a month and it gets its name 
from the Latin word ‘mensis’ which 
means month. Some girls call it the 
‘period’ or the ‘monthlies.’ 

“In answer to your other question, 
Marianne, it is not unusual for girls to 
start menstruating at different ages. 
Some start as early as ten, others not 
until fifteen or sixteen.” 

“Since I’m going to be married,” said 
Marianne, “I think it very important 
that I know as much as possible about 
my body. Why, for instance, does my 
period come late, or even skip a 
month?” 

“This usually happens to much young- 
er girls when their organs are adjusting 
to this new cycle. Or it may be caused 
by changes in routine, undue excitement 


or possibly a cold,” Lin explained. 

“When you say I’m now ready for 
motherhood, Lin, does it mean that | 
ean have a baby?” asked Carol. 

“Indeed it does, Carol, and I'll explain 

fully in just a moment,” replied Lin. 
_ “Let’s divide the menstrual cycle into 
four parts. The first is called the post- 
menstrual phase in which the cycle be- 
gins. The pituitary gland, located at the 
base of your brain, sends out a messen- 
ger (called a hormone) every month 
which causes a tiny egg to ripen in your 
ovaries. There are two ovaries, one on 
each side of your uterus, and each one 
contains thousands of tiny undeveloped 
egg sacs. Every month an egg ripens 
and is ready to break out of its sac. 

“The second, or inter-menstrual phase 
is when the egg ripens and breaks out of 
one ovary. This is ovulation, and the 
lining of the uterus begins to thicken. 
The egg travels through either one of 
two fallopian tubes on its way to the 
uterus. 

“The third is the pre-menstrual phase 
and the unfertilized egg disintegrates 
and the lining is ready to break down. 
With no egg growing in the uterus, there 
is no need for the special lining of tissue 
and blood, so it flows out of the vagina. 

“This is the fourth and final stage or 
the menstrual phase when the lining of 
the uterus is shed and the cycle is 
ended.” 

“Why is my menstrual cycle longer 
than Carol’s,” asked Marianne, “and 
why do I feel very uncomfortable some- 
times?” 

“The menstrual cycle varies with each 
girl,” continued Lin, “and may be any- 
where from 21 to 35 days. Usually after 
the first year your cycle is more or less 
established. The length of each period 
also varies with each girl from three to 
seven days.” 

“Something has always disturbed me 
Lin, and now Ill confess my ignorance. 
It is possibly the same answer you will 
give to Marianne about her uncomfort- 
able feeling, but what is cramps? Is it 
the same as ‘the curse’ and are girls ac- 
tually ill?” 

“We'll answer both questions at 
once,” smiled Lin, “because there are 
many superstitions about menstruation 
that should be cleared up. When lack of 
knowledge led people to ascribe sickness 
to menstruation they called it “the 
curse.” Once you realize that menstrua- 
tion is a nat- (Continued on Page 76) 
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Life is a whirl for the girl 
with a clear, bright, Nadinola-light complexion 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Jothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
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Contains wonder-working A-M! 
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dient of NADINOLA works deep 
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and lighten it, combat blackheads 
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Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
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will say you look years younger! 
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antee you will be delighted with 
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of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
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the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
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Poetry Corner 


TO YOU 


No tear shall wet my pillow, 

No cloud obscure my day. 

No sigh cause thoughts depressing, 
Nor shadow blight love’s way. 


No, naught but joyous laughter, 
And sparkling, twinkling eyes. 
And love’s embracings after, 

A merry moment dies. 


And I shall ask for nothing, 
Except to know your kiss. 

And have your love surround me, 
In moments, Dear, like this. 


—Isabelle McClellan Taylor 


YOUR HEART 


I followed spring across the land 

On winding paths where laurel 
grew, 

Where lilacs blossomed every- 
where... 

I think love, that I always knew 

Some day around a grassy slope 

I'd come upon you unaware 

And find fulfillment of my 
hope... 

One singing heart for me to share. 


—Grace Bail 


GAME OF LOVE 


I played a game of love with you, 
With kisses as the prize; 

I took my heart to use in play, 
And thought I'd be quite wise. 


But you were wiser far, my dear, 
More subtle than I knew; 
For, somewhere in the game, I find 
I’ve lost my heart to you! 


—Pauline Booker 


RELUCTANT LOVE 


Compellingly, your haunting eyes 

Explore emotions which I feel 

Should not be bared, yet ecstasy 

Surrenders thoughts I would 
conceal. 


—Louise Holt 























y girl was easy to get. ['d said 
hal f-dozen times and I'd proved 
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pftener than that, Then [had to\ 


ef tied up with a broad like Joyce ® 
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CASANOVA 


DON’T KNOW WHEN I learned it. 

Maybe I was born knowing it. Like 
some people can play the piano without 
ever taking a lesson—Erroll Garner, for 
instance. Or some guys are natural-born 
ball players, like Willie Mays or Mickey 
Mantle. Could be I picked it up from 


my Uncle Fred, who’s a real operator 
when it comes to women. Anyway, what 
it takes some guys a lifetime to learn— 
and what a lot of them never learn— 
I know. 


I’ve got a theory, see? Nothing com- 
plicated with jaw-breaking words they 
use in biology or psychology class. Call 
it Chuck Lawson’s “theory of making 
out with chicks” and put me right up 
there with Einstein and all those other 
big brains. It’s real simple: any chick 
can be had. Boom. Just like that. 

Oh, | know what you’re probably 
thinking. “Get him!” you’re probably 
thinking, “A big blow-hard who flunked 
third-year math telling anybody any- 
thing!” And you’d be right—except, I 
know what I’m talking about. Want a 
for instance? Well, take the cute little 
substitute teacher we had in history. She 
folded like a tent the minute I—but that 
comes fater. 

Like | said, it seems I’ve always known 
how to handle women. I say “women” 
even though I won’t be 18 until next 
month because I have a way with Mom, 
my aunts, my teachers, and even when I 
was a little baby they tell me that old 
ladies on the street would stop and make | 
a big fuss over me when Mom wheeled 
me out n the buggy. 

But get one thing straight—I’m not 
bragging. Just trying to tell it like it is. 
Ask Pete Wells—no, better not mention 
me to him. Not after what I did to him. 
You see, Pete is—or was—my best bud- 
dy. My ace. See one of us and the 
other'd be not far away. We were al- 
ways together. 

Pete knew me better than anybody, 
but even he figured I was running off at 
the mouth when I first told him. You 
16 


Show me a doll who’d never been 
kissed and ['d show you a peach 


Just spoiling on the vine. You just 


had to know how to handle ’em 


know, about my “theory.” 

“Look, Chuck,” he laughed, “I ad- 
mit you’re good—better than most in 
that department. But not any girl.” 

“Anything in skirts!” I said confident- 
ly. I guess I sounded so positive he was 
stumped. Anyway, he stopped laugh- 
ing. 

We were in front of my house flipping 
a football back and forth, just to be 
doing something. I should have been 
inside doing my homework, but I knew 
I could copy Pete’s work during study 
between first and second periods the next 
day. Which shows you what good pals 
we were. 

“Any girl?” Pete said doubtfully after 
a while. 

I nodded. “Remember Gloria?” 

“In our civics class last year? Her old 
man pulled her out of school in the 
middle of the term.” 

“Wanna know why he stuck her in a 
private school like he did?” | grinned. 
“She was nuts about me, that’s why.” 

Pete was so surprised he let the pass 
I tossed him sail right over his head into 
the street. “Gloria Wilkins!” he said 
with a real shocked look on his face. 
“Why, she was so goody-goody she 
didn’t even want to sit next to boys in 
class.” 

I told him how Id gotten to know 
Gloria pretty well when I delivered the 
evening paper to her house. She'd al- 
ways meet me at the front door and it 
got so she’d be waiting for me to wheel 
up on my bike, then stand there and 
talk. Then, one evening her folks were 
out so I doubled back to her house after 
finishing my route. That happened a 
couple of times. We'd cuddle up on the 
sofa and neck like crazy. 

But one night her mother and father 
came home unexpectedly. All hell broke 
loose. For a minute there, I thought the 
old guy was going to slug me. But I got 
away all right. 

Gloria didn’t show up for school the 
next day, and the next thing anybody 


knew, she’d been sent upstate to an all- 
girls school. 

Suddenly, there was a loud pop and we 
looked up and saw a big moving van 
rolling over the football, mashing it flat- 
ter than a Johnny Mathis platter. The 
truck pulled up in front of a vacant 
house down the street and Pete and I 
ran over to give the driver a hard time. 

Well, when we got to the house, there 
was this girl standing outside. She was 
the sharpest looking chick I’d seen in a 
long time, and that’s saying’ something. 
Her hair was sort of sandy colored, 
pulled back and tied with a ribbon. Not 
a fancy hair-do, but just to keep it up 
out of the way. Up close, I could see 
she had grayish eyes. She was dressed 
in a sweater that was filled out in the 
right places and a pair of old jeans that 
fitted like stretch tights. Like, I mean! 
She was hi-fi—in stereo! 

Both Pete and I had the same thing 
on our minds as we walked up to her. 
Pete spoke first. “Welcome to the neigh- 
borhood,” he said politely. “I’m Pete 
Wells.” 

“Hello,” the girl said, “I’m Joyce 
Harper and I’m terribly sorry about 
your football. My father will buy you 
another one.” 

“That’s okay,” Pete grinned. “It was 
a beat-up old ball, anyway.” 

He had some nerve, since it was my 
ball in the first place, but I said noth- 
ing, just played it cool. Pete, though, 
started working hard to make an im- 
pression. He even helped bring in some 
of the furniture when the moving men 
started to unload. 

I just sat down on the porch and 
watched him knocking. himself out. 
Joyce was talking to Pete, walking along 
beside him as he carried the stuff, but 
after a while she began to wonder why 
I hadn’t said anything. Finally, she 
couldn’t stand the suspense any longer 
—just as I'd figured—and she came 
over to me. 

“Don’t you have a name?” she asked, 
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pouting in a dead giveaway. 

“Sure, I’ve got a name,” I said 
casually. 

She waited a while, then said, “Well, 
what is it? You aren’t very neigh- 
borly.” 

“Chuck Lawson,” I said. “And I'll 
show you how neighborly I am. Come 
with me over to Eddie’s—that’s where 
all the kids hang out—and I'll intro- 
duce you around.” 

She hesitated just long enough to tip 
me off that she was interested, so I stood 
up real casual and said. “I'll be over 
at Eddie’s. Later, huh?” Then I split, 


not waiting for her to answer. 


URE enough, about half an hour 

later, she fell into Eddie’s and stood 
all the cats in the place on their ears. 
I pretended I didn’t see her right away, 
figuring she’d look around for me and 
then everybody in the place would see 
her come over where | was sitting. 

“There’s the new girl who just moved 
on the block,” I told. the fellows I was 
sitting with. “She’s got eyes for me.” 

“You mean you know her already?” 
Eddie asked. 

“Are you kiddin? I’ve been over 
at her house practically all afternoon. 
When I left I told her to meet me here,” 
I boasted. 

Willis, a guy who was real good 
looking and considered himself a smooth 
operator when it came to girls, made a 
noise with his lips. “Nobody can work 
that fast—not even me!” he said. 

I laughed. “Then just keep your eyes 
open and learn a lesson!” I stood up so 
Joyce could see me, but pretended to be 
busy lighting a cigarette. Then I looked 
up—and nearly blew my cool. Joyce 
wasn’t paying the slightest amount of 
attention to me. She’d taken a seat at 
the counter and was gazing out the door 
as if waiting for someone. A moment 
later, who should walk in but Pete! 

When Pete went over and took the 
stool next to Joyce, Willis and the other 
guys gave me a big horse laugh, then 
started making cracks. “What’s wrong, 
Lover Boy?” one of them said. “That 
old black magic doesn’t seem to be 
working!” 

There were lots more remarks, not 
one of them funny. But those jokers 
sounded like a bunch of laughing 
hyenas. I had better things to do than 
stand there and let them see how 
bugged I was, so I split the scene. 
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I'd always had my way with women: my mother, my aunts, 
my teachers. Even when I was a baby, old ladies fussed 


over me when Mom wheeled me down the street in a buggy. 
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to then, Joyce had been just an- 
girl, fine and all that, but no dif- 
from any other chick. But after 
iy she’d snubbed me in front of 
1g and the way she was falling all 
ete, | made up my mind to bring 
wn a peg or two. There was just 
ay to do that, and I was the guy 
uld do it! 
not trying to excuse what hap- 
but I just had to teach that girl 
But I didn’t count on things 
z out the way they did. For one 
| certainly didn’t mean to hurt 
He was my ace, my buddy, my 
il friend. I guess I wasn’t think- 
1ight, though. Especially after 
ontinued to treat me like I was 
iginal one-eyed monster from 
it’s with that stuck-up chick?” I 
Pete one day. I had just left the 
nd was walking towards Joyce’s 
She and Pete were sitting on the 
teps. The minute Joyce saw me 
g she jumped up and went into the 
She acts like I’ve got something 
I complained. 
ve got her all wrong, Chuck,” 
1. “She likes you all right. She 
it inside to get some pictures she 
» show me.” 
” | shrugged, indicating may- 
as right. I just couldn’t figure 
She didn’t act like other girls. 
[ expected her to fall all over 
whenever I came around, but she 
a little more friendly. She 
nd up going for me in a big way; 
lame quite a few girls who had. 
took her time about coming 
Vhen she finally did come out, 
g a big photograph album, she 
a cool, “Hello, Charles.” 
Joyce,” I said, making up my 
ive her a chance to be friendly. 
yu got there? Some flicks?” 
| was going to show them to 
you can look too, if you 


down between us and opened 
| wasn’t much interested in 
es of her family or the ones of 
ttle girl. It was a drag as far 
oncerned, but Pete was mak- 
fuss over them I felt like 
yut loud. 
she came to the good part. I 
interested in the snapshots of 
| some of her girl friends when 


iving over on the other side of 


pages real fast and when I asked her to 
turn back she refused. 

“They’re just some pictures of a beach 
party,” she said, sounding a little em- 


barrassed. “You wouldn’t be _inter- 
ested.” 
“That’s what you think!” I said, 


grabbing the album away from her. We 
wrestled around on the steps for a while 
before I got the book open to the right 
page. The pictures on it really bugged 
my eyes. 

There was a big photo of Joyce in a 
bathing suit —like, wow! She was really 
built, and the suit she wore didn’t hide 
very much. I was busy drooling over 
that one I didn’t even notice the picture 
that got Pete all shook up. 

I must have been taken at the same 
time because it was somewhere on a 
beach, only there was someone with 
Joyce. She was stretched out on the sand 
and right beside her, with his arm 
around her shoulder, was a husky, good- 
looking guy. What got me was the way 
Joyce was gazing at the guy, like she 
was really gone. From the look in her 
eyes I got the idea that she'd be a real 
swinging chick to have on a petting 
session. 

“Who is he?” Pete asked in a funny 
voice. 

“I told you about him,” Joyce said. 
“That’s Dave, the boy I used to—used 
to date sometimes.” 

Pete stared at the photo. “The way 
he’s looking at you—like he owned 
you!” he grumbled. “I guess you still 
kinda go for him, huh?” 

“No, I don’t!” she snapped. Tears 
were in her eyes as she swung around 
to me. “See what you started? You— 
you—!” She grabbed the book and 
jumped to her feet. “I don’t want to see 
you—either one of you?” she shouted. 
“Now go away and leave me alone!” 

With that, she stomped into the house 
and slammed the door. “What’s eating 
her?” I asked Pete. He didn’t answer, 
and when I took a look at him, the guy 
looked like he was about to bust out 
bawling! I kept after him to tell me 
what was wrong and finally, as we 
walked over to the ball field, he gave 
me the lowdown. 

I was really surprised to learn that 
Pete had flipped for Joyce. Not that she 
didn’t have what it takes to make a guy 
fall hard. Believe me, she had it. But it 
just never crossed my mind that Pete 


town. Then she flipped a couple of 

















































would get so shook up over her. First of 
all, he usually played it pretty cool 
around girls. He never had a steady 
date, but would show up at a dance or 
party with a different girl each time or 
else stag it. 

In the second place, I didn’t think 
he’d known Joyce long enough to get 
that crazy about her. It had only been 
a few weeks since she moved into the 
neighborhood. The only way I could 
figure it was that it was one of those 
love at first sight things. 

In fact, that’s practically what Pete 
admitted. “I don’t know, Chuck,” he 
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I vot a big kick out of standing 
around shooting the breeze with 
the cuys. bragging about what a 


bie man I was with all the chicks 


If there was one thing I didn’t want to 


happen it was for some girl to come 
between me and my buddy, Pete. And 
that’s just what Joyce was about to do 







said in kind of a daze, “I never felt this 
way about anybody before.” 

“You’re my pal and all that, but 
you're kind of a square when it comes 
to girls,” I said with an air of superior- 
ity. “But what’s this joker, Dave, got to 
do with it?” 

“He likes her.” 

“So what? She told you she used to 
date him, so it’s all over,” I said. 

Pete looked at me in disgust. “Is it? 
Did you see the way he was looking at 
her and the way she was looking at 
him?” He gave a shrug. “I had a feel- 
ing right from the beginning I didn’t 
have a chance with a popular girl like 
Joyce.” 

I didn’t try to argue with him. He 
seemed to enjoy being miserable. Be- 
sides, getting a load of Joyce in those 
pictures gave me ideas. She wasn’t as 
cold as she pretended when I was 
around, after all. I suddenly got very 
interested in her. ' 






| xed I SOON found out that just be- 
cause she and Pete were on the outs 
Joyce was no more friendly to me than 
before. It was a real screwy situation. 
Pete was nuts about Joyce, and maybe 
she liked him, but they’d had a falling 
out over a silly misunderstanding. Only 
a guy like Pete could build it up into 
something important. 

But at the same time, I was getting 
a thing for Joyce. I phoned her a couple 
of times but she was always too busy 
doing something else to go out with me. 
She stopped coming around to Eddie’s 
hangout, and she barely spoke to either 
Pete or me at school. 

“Later for that ol’ hincty chick!” I 


‘said to Pete one day when she breezed 


by our locker with her nose stuck up in 
the air. “Right?” 

‘Pete didn’t answer. He bent down to 
pick up some books. 

“Right, buddy?” I repeated. 

He nodded. “That’s right,” he said, 
but I could tell he really didn’t agree 
with me. I grabbed his arm and swung 
him around. “Say, you really are gone 
on her, aren’t you?” 

Pete jerked away. “Forget it!” 

“But maybe I can help you,” I in- 
sisted. 

“Don’t do me any favors.” 

“Look, I had no idea you were that 
gone on her, Pete.” 

“So now you know,” he said, slam- 
ming shut (Continued on Page 56) 
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I finally found %, 
n Dave's arms, | 
as no way of 
ing the weeks 


back to the 





WAS JUST nineteen when Dave 

divorced Julie so he could marry me. 
And up until that hot August night when 
Julie slipped into the house, I hadn’t 
seen her since Dave and I had moved 
away from San Francisco. Of course, | 
realized she knew we were still in North- 
ern California because, even after every- 
thing was settled and Dave and I bought 
a place in Altena Bay, she kept writing 
to him. But, at first that night, hearing 
the soft creaking on the stairway, I did 
not think of Julie. 

In the beginning I was too drowsy to 
even be afraid and I woke slowly, turn- 
ing under the sheet, stretching my slim 
legs, thinking I must be hearing Dave. 
He’d left the house late in the evening for 
a meeting on the wharf with the other 
sport fishing boat operators. Instead of 
waiting up I’d gone to bed early but, 
suddenly, pushing the sheet back and 
sitting up in the breathless darkness, | 
realized I was not hearing Dave. 

He would have switched the light on 
at the foot of the stairs. That thought 
was a quick flicker of fear. I drew my 
legs up, shivering in the heat, feeling 
naked in the thinness of my filmy night- 
gown. My throat ached with a trapped 
scream and I| clenched my hands, hold- 
ing my breath, staring numbly as the 
shaded beam of a flashlight snapped on. 

It wavered, glittering on the door 
knob. It lifted, sweeping over the foot 
of the bed. Then the light caught me. 
The glare hurt in my eyes. I pushed 
back. My nightgown twisted against the 


dampness of my legs and crazily, the 
shakiness of her voice jamming in my 
head, I heard Julie. 

“Pam,” she whispered. 

I didn’t answer her but somehow in 
the unreality of that moment, I knew 
the beginning and the ending, a closed 
circle turning across my mind. And with 
the echo of Julie’s whisper waiting in the 
stillness, I touched the raw memory of 
those first months after I went to live 
with Dave and Julie. . . 

At that time, my mother had only 
been dead a few weeks but with my only 
brother, Ted, married and living in Los 
Angeles, I was pretty much on my pwn. 
Of course Ted and his wife, Alice, of- 
fered me a place to live but, with them, 
I knew I would just be in the way. Be- 
sides, as it happened, Mom’s doctor was 
able to arrange for me to go to work 
for Dave Wilson. 

Having nursed Mom through the last 
months I was used to looking after a 
house but, although Dave and Julie had 
one of the big old houses down by the 
bay, I wasn’t really hired to be a house- 
keeper. 

Julie knew that too and that first day, 
her breath smelling of gin, her slender 
little body wrapped in a wrinkled old 
housecoat, she stared at me like she sus- 
pected me of spying on her. 

“T drink,” she said. “And Dave isn’t 
fooling me. You're not a nurse.” She 
narrowed her eyes. “You’re my new 
keeper. Funny, isn’t it?” 

It wasn’t funny. The house was a 


twisted world but I soon got to know the 
goodness of Dave. He was twenty-six, 
two years older than Julie. For the five 
years the two of them had been married, 
he’d worked and saved to raise the mon- 
ey to buy his own boat. Day in and day 
out, he took fishing parties outside the 
bay but, during all that time, Julie made 
their life ugly with her drinking. 

In a way, I guess, she was crazy in her 
head and the unrealness of the life we'd 
all lived in that old house came stabbing 
into my mind as | stared into the blind- 
ing white beam of the flashlight. And, 
with memory, I knew Julie was capable 
of anything. At the same time, I was 
trapped in myself, smothering in the heat 
of the room, only barely conscious of the 
quick hurt of my breath. I touched my 
tongue to my lips but before I gathered 
myself to speak, Julie moved. She slipped 
from the landing into the room. The 
light wobbled in her hand. Then, as the 
slightness of her became real in the 
shadows, I saw her shift the flashlight to 
her left hand. As she did, she raised her 
right arm. In her hand, the light glit- 
tered on the stubby barrel of a gun. 

“Pam,” she whispered again. Then, 
her voice lifting a little, the tone turning 
thin, she said, “I had to come. You know 
I had to come, don’t you, Pam?” 

I held myself still. The palms of my 
hands were hot on the turn of my legs. 
A criss-crossing was blurring across my 
mind but, all at once, forcing myself to 
keep my voice even, I began to talk to 
Julie. Softly, (Continued on Page 52) 


Dave belonged to another woman, so our love 
had no right to be. But why should it be denied 
when she offered him nothing and I wanted to 


give him everything? Didn’t that make it right? 























Any fool could plainly 
see what Tracy’s game 
was—and a fool is 
exactly what I was. 
But then, isn’t every 
woman in love with a 


man really a fool? 




















HE SCENES of those few seconds 

just before the crash are as clear in 
my memory as snapshots. I see the black- 
top glistening under the wet snowflakes. 
I see Mike, his jaw angry, his big hands 
clenched on the steering wheel. I feel 
the sudden lurch of the car, look up into 
the blinding glare of headlights ahead. 
And then the crash. I knew nothing mor:: 
till I woke up in the hospital. 

My first thought as I pushed up out 
of the darkness was “Mike! Where is 
Mike?” I must have spoken the words, 
for a nurse was at my side immediately. 

“Your husband is all right,” she said. 
“He just got a few bruises. He’s waiting 
to see you.” 

It was only then my thoughts turned 
to myself. My cautious fingers explored 
my face. No bandages! Then I tried to 
move my feet. The nurse must have seen 
the frozen look on my face, for she hur- 
ried to call Dr. Graham. 

“It’s my legs,” I whispered. “They 
feel paralyzed—like when I had polio.” 

Dr. Graham was reassuring. “Your 
back is injured and you may not be able 
to use your legs for a few days. But 
they'll be all right. It’s nothing perma- 
nent.” 

Mike came in and when I told him, 
fear flared in his eyes. “You'll be all 
right,” he said hoarsely. “You've got to 
be! I’d never forgive myself if—” 

“But it wasn’t your fault, Mike. That 
other car—it slid right in front of you.” 

“Yeah, but if I'd been going a little 
slower I wouldn’t have hit that telephone 
pole. All these years I’ve driven trucks, 
with never an accident! And now—with 
you along—” He dropped his head. 

“Mike,” I reached out to touch his 
hand, “you mustn’t blame yourself, 
whatever happens.” 

“Lucy, what gets me is that if I hadn’t 


















































“You know how guilty Mike 
feels, Tracy said. ‘You 
figure you ve got him all 
lassoed and tied. But I’m 
going to take him from you.’ 
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exception if she 


went after him? 


| at you, I wouldn’t have been 
' 


fast: 
Lucy, I couldn’t stand it!” 


If there’s any perma- 


arm tears burned my eyes. 


| 


me! He really loves me,” I 


irse motioned Mike out of the 


It must have been long past 
| lay back, a luxurious drowsi- 
ing over me. Despite the pa- 
ny legs, I felt a kind of peace, 
rom the long uncertainty of 
onths. Here in the hospital, 
had Mike to myself—no Tracy, 
and out— 

y sister. My mind pictured 
looked there at the lake, just 
accident, swooping on her 





skates like a cardinal in her scarlet 
jacket, while I hunched over the bonfire. 
And as I looked at that picture, I realized 
it was the whole pattern of our lives— 
Tracy in the limelight—me in the 
shadows. 

My mind went back over the years. | 
saw us, two little girls, the Ainsworth 
sisters, skipping off through the mid- 
western fall haze on their first day of 
school, with Tracy just a step ahead. 

“It’s strange,” I pondered. “We looked 
so much alike.” And yet where Tracy’s 
dark hair glistened, mine was just 
brown. Where her eyes sparkled, mine 
only yearned wistfully. We took dancing 
lessons from the same teacher, danced to- 
gether in the recital. But Tracy was the 
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one people watched; it was she who 
danced; I just did the steps. 

My mind skipped to the time I had 
polio. Did Tracy resent the attention 
that was showered on me then? If she 
did, she never showed it. I remember 
her massaging my legs after I came home 
from the hospital, conscientiously going 
through our lessons every day so | 
wouldn’t get behind. 

That was probably one of the happiest 
times of my life, despite my aching mus- 
cles, the weary exercises, the tedious, 
bedridden hours. Neighbors dropped 
by with treats, the kids came with new 
games and books. Mother fixed special 
things for me to eat and tucked me in 
with extra care at night, her hand a 

















I had my ace in the hole, my trump card 
to play any time Mike thought of leaving 


me: I had my ever-reminding wheel chair! 


lovely coolness on my forehead. When | 
went back to school, with only a slight 
limp, the teacher and kids made over me 
for a few days but then my long illness 
was forgotten. 

Sometimes when | saw the kids clus- 
tered around Tracy, I’d wish wistfully 
that I could be like her. But I couldn’t; 
there was no use trying. Actually, I pre- 
ferred puttering in the kitchen helping 
Mother, making doll clothes, playing 
with the baby next door. 

I don’t think I resented Tracy—not 
then. Oh, there were times, like when 
Marcia Evans invited Tracy to spend a 
month with them at their lake cabin one 
summer but didn’t ask me. It was while 
Tracy was gone that Garrison Blake, a 
new boy in town, moved into a house 
down the block and took me to two 
shows. But then Tracy came home and 
" he started dating her and never took me 
out again. That hurt, because I liked 
Garrison, and Tracy already had more 
dates than she could handle. 

Tracy and I both had a year of busi- 
ness school when we graduated from 
high school, and Tracy immediately got 
a job as secretary to one of the officials 
at the canning plant, but I had to settle 
for a job clerking in the dime store. | 
didn’t mind, though. I worked in the 
toy department and I got a kick out of 
the kids grinning and counting out 
change with their grubby little fingers. 

I had worked there almost a year when 
I met Mike. Or rather, Tracy met him. 

Mike drove one of the trucks that 
bring in produce from all over the 
county for the canning plant where 
Tracy worked. I can still see him, that 
first night he came to the house to pick 
her up. The doorbell rang; I slipped 
into my coat, expecting Chuck Wilson, 
who was to take me to the movies. I 


And he could never forget he put me there 


opened the door and looked up into the 
whimsical eyes of the huge, dark man 
standing there, his hands shoved deep 
in his overcoat pockets. 

“Well, you must be Tracy’s sister,” 
he grinned. “Two in the same family 
isn’t fair. I’m Mike Whelan. Is Tracy 
ready?” 

“J—I think so,” I stammered, back- 
ing into the hall. “Come in. I'll call her.” 

I have no idea what the show was 
about that night. Chuck seemed so 
stodgy and uninteresting that I decided 
to drop him, although I’d dated him off 
and on for several years. I suppose I was 
just as uninteresting, because all I could 
think about, with a sinking, hopeless 
longing, was a deep, husky voice, a pair 
of teasing eyes— 

In bed that night I tried impatiently 
to erase Mike’s picture from my mind. 
He’s Tracy’s, | told myself sternly. And 
even if he wasn’t, you'd never have a 
chance, once he met her. 


|S whe I WAS wrong there. Several 
weeks later Tracy and Mike quar- 
reled one night because she danced too 
much with Gary Larson, a new man 
from out of town. And the next Wednes- 
day when Mike called her for a date and 
she turned him down, he asked for me. 
On those first few dates I kept warn- 
ing myself that I was just a substitute, 
that soon Mike would turn back to 
Tracy. But he didn’t; I was the one he 
kept calling. Tracy was dating Gary 
now, a salesman who stopped often on 
his way to his headquarters in Omaha. 
So finally I shoved all thought of Tracy’s 
dates with Mike out of my mind and 
gave myself up to the glory of being in 
love. And two months later Mike asked 
me to marry him. 
“T can’t believe it,” I told Tracy, when 








she came in a few minutes after I got 
home that night. “To think he’d want to 
marry me! And after he dated you!” I 
sank down on my twin bed, my eyes wide 
with the miracle of it. 

Tracy gave my shoulders a quick 
squeeze. “You’ve always sold yourself 
short, Lucy. Sure, I’m the showy type. 
But some men don’t go for butterflies.” 
She swirled the flame-colored dance 
dress she wore in a circle and caught it 
up over her head to pull it off. “Besides, 
I may get a proposal myself one of these 
days.” 

I jumped up and put my arm around 
her. “Oh, Tracy! That’s wonderful! Is 
it Gary?” 

“Who else?” she grinned. 

My wedding was set for September, 
and as the day drew nearer, sometimes 
a sick feeling would rise up to smother 
my happiness. /s Mike marrying me on 
the rebound? Vd ask myself. Does he 
really love Tracy? Somehow I just 
couldn’t believe a man could really pre- 
fer me. But most of the time I was in 
such an ecstasy over just being with him 
every night, thrilling to his kisses till I 
could hardly bear it. I lived in a world 
apart, separate from all the mere mortals 
who weren’t Mike and me. 

I’m sure Tracy, in her coral brides- 
maid dress, attracted more admiring 
glances than the bride, but I didn’t care, 
because it was me Mike was waiting for, 
down there at the altar. And then, be- 
fore we got back from our honeymoon, 
Tracy eloped with Gary and moved to 
Omaha. 

As the first months of our marriage 
passed, I gained a confidence I’d never 
known before. We bought a small house 
several blocks from where my folks 
lived, and I painted and papered, made 
ruffly curtains, (Continued on Page 67) 
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; Once before I had made a girl’s 

~ | went into his arms like somebody starving. 

| His kisses burned, tantalized. Between them 

he whispered: “I've been going crazy to 
hold you, touch you.” My heart ached. 


most terrible mistake, and now 
I couldn't let myself go. again. 


I just couldn’t love any man 


DIDN’T MEAN TO BE BAD. I knew the difference 

between right and wrong. My parents were decent 
folk, and they’d brought me up properly. I guess it’s 
just that Chet and I both were so young and crazy in 
love we didn’t realize what we were doing. 

Maybe things would have been different, too, if my 
parents had still been there. But Mom died when I was 
thirteen. Dad had taken her with him on a business 
trip that January. One icy night they slept in a tourist 
court with a faulty gas heater, and Mom died. 

Dad was never himself afterwards. He wandered 
around our big old-fashioned house like a lost soul, 
letting his lumber yard go to pieces. Late that summer 
he just went off and never came back. 

My sister Jane was six years older. She took me in 
her arms. “Don’t worry, baby,” she told me. “T’ll 
look after you.” 

I thought Jane was wonderful. She was so smart 
and calm and efficient—everything that I wasn’t. Now 
I knew she’d be true to her promise. 

Luckily she was just about through her business 
course. She got a fine job in the fall. Of course she 
wanted me to stay right on in school as if nothing had 
happened. 

I was glad of that. I liked school life. I’d always 
been popular. My hair was dark-brown and wavy and 
I had wide-set eyes. At fourteen, my figure was already 
fully developed. The boys’ admiring glances thrilled 
me. 


But nobody ever thrilled (Continued on Page 62 ) 
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should have been named 


haye a woman’s love and faith. And I had to be that woman 


TORCH 


I was tied to this man by a bond from out 


of the past; a chain which only an ex-wife 


could understand, and one which she could 


never ask her second husband to believe 


T FIRST I THOUGHT it was an 

ordinary bum walking up the road. 
They wandered over from the railroad 
tracks occasionally to beg handouts at 
the neat little homes in our housing de- 
velopment at the edge of town. 

“Keep the doors locked,” Frank would 
warn me whenever he heard of a tramp 
making a nuisance of himself in the 
neighborhood. “Most of those bums are 
harmless, but some—especially if they 
get hopped up on canned heat or some- 
thing— Well, you can’t tell what they 
might do. I don’t want anything to hap- 
pen to you or Little Chief.” 

Little Chief was Frank’s pet name for 
our son, Keith. He was out in the back 
yard now, a three-year-old bundle of 
energy in chaps and cowboy hat, riding 
a stick horse and waving a plastic pistol. 
I watched him from the kitchen window, 
my hands quiet in the dishwater, my 
heart swelling with love for this little 
replica of Frank, this lively product of 
our deep and satisfying love. It was 
then I saw the shabby figure approach- 
ing. He walked stiffly as if tired and a 


bit lame, or sore of foot. 

When he left the road to cross the 
vacant lot beyond our place, there was 
something uneasily familiar about the 
set of his shoulders and the way he wore 
his shapeless hat. My heartbeats gath- 
ered momentum, but it wasn’t until he 
reached the garden gate that I gave in to 
dismayed recognition. 

“Rocky!” I whispered. “Oh no!” 

Rock Grayson had been my husband 
for one turbulent year. I’d divorced him 
because he was a hopeless alcoholic. 

He leaned on the gate and watched 
Keith race back and forth on his stick 
horse. Suddenly Keith saw him, reined 
up like a TV westerner, and aimed his 
plastic pistol. “Bang! Bang! You’re 
dead!” 

Rocky smiled, and | had to crush back 
memories of the way his smile had 
thrilled me once—before I knew his 
tragic weakness. 

“I’m a stranger hereabouts,” Rock 
told Keith in a stagey western drawl, 
“and I don’t die easy.” 

“What’s your name?” 


“The name’s Grayson, pardner. You 
can call me Rocky if you like. Is your 
mama’s name Luella?” 

Keith shook his head. “It’s Honey.” 

I had to smile. That’s probably all he 
ever heard Frank call me. Frank said 
Luella was much too proper a name for 
a baby-faced harum-scarum like me. He 
was only teasing, of course. I can be as 
proper as anyone if necessary. And I 
decided that right now was one time it 
was absolutely necessary. Rock had no 
business coming here. 

I dried my hands and took a quick 
glance in the hall mirror. My dark hair 
was clipped short the way Frank liked 
it, so each lock curled of its own accord. 
I wore a full-skirted house dress, which 
he preferred to the shorts and pedal- 
pushers most of my friends wore around 
the neighborhood. I had on just enough 
make-up to keep from looking pale— 
not enough to be out of place this early 
in the day. 

Lifting my chin and stiffening my 
nerve, I went out to face the man who'd 
once been such an intimate, thrilling 
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THE 


TORCH 


One more chance was 

all Rocky was asking 

for. Could I deny him 
this last hope? 


part of my life I’d thought I couldn’t live 
without him. The man Id told hysteri- 
cally, after our last explosive scene, “I 
never want to see you again!” 
Glancing up as I came out the door, 
he pulled off his hat with something of 
his old gallantry. “Lu, baby,” he said 
softly, his eyes devouring me from head 
“You're prettier than ever.” 
“What do you want?” I asked crisply. 
‘Don’t be like that, doll!” His face 
crinkled with the old appeal. He used 
to be handsome, with dreamy eyes and 
sensitively molded lips. Now his eyes 
were clouded, his mouth had a petulant 
droop, his skin faded with an unwhole- 
some look—like plaster cracked from 
dampness. There were streaks of gray in 
though he wasn’t much over 


to toe 


his hair 
thirty 

“I need help,” he begged. “I need it 
desperately—and I have no one else 
to go to.” 

“What do you want?” I repeated fal- 
teringly, though I knew in my heart the 
safest thing to do was to take Keith in 
the house and lock the doors, phoning 
the police if Rocky wouldn’t go away. 
But it’s hard to do that to someone 
30 


you’ve once loved so wildly that nothing 
else had seemed to matter. 

He held his hand over the gate so I 
could see it tremble. “I’ve been riding 
box-cars, Lu. I haven’t eaten for three 
days. By another day I'll be too sick 
to go on.” 

“Isn’t there someone you can go to? 
The welfare authorities, or the Salvation 
Army, or...” 

He smiled and shook his head. “At 
the ‘Sally’ I'd get a bowl of soup and a 
sermon—but I need more than that. 
Those authorities you speak of—you 
know what they’d do, don’t you? They’d 
slap me in jail on a vagrancy charge, 
and I’d be worse off than ever. All I 
need is a chance to get on my feet, doll. 
I’m off the booze—I can promise you 
that. I know better than to ever touch 
another drop. But it was a rough road, 
all downhill, and now I’ve nothing left to 
climb with. Unless you help me. Show a 
little faith—enough to stake me to room 
and grub while I find a job.” 

“Not here!” I cried sharply. 

“Of course not! I lost that right five 
years ago, and I don’t blame you for 
getting rid of me. I was a mess. But 
losing you was no help. And it didn’t 
help before that when you—. But I 
mustn’t bring up past unpleasantness. 
I’m glad you’re happy now, doll. With 
a cute little home and . . .” His gaze 
found Keith who’d gone back to his 
play. “With all this, surely you can’t 
begrudge me a chance to make good too. 
If you'll just stake me to a week’s room 
rent and a few meals. . .” 

I thought of the envelope labeled “Ex- 
tras” in our budget file. That’s where we 
tucked every dime and dollar we could 
squeeze out of my house allowance and 
Frank’s expense money, to save for an 
occasional luxury. Right now we were 
saving for a TV set. Ours was almost 
the only roof in the development with no 
antenna, and it was getting embarrassing 
the way we had to pry Keith away from 
the neighbors’ sets. The last time we’d 
saved almost enough, Keith had to have 
his tonsils out and that cut the fund way 
down again. I had no right to touch it, 
of course. without consulting Frank 
five... 

“Any java on the stove, sweetie?” 
Rocky broke into my thoughts, bringing 
a picture of the way he used to come 
home in the days when he was trying 
so hard not to drink. “Any java on the 
stove?” he’d ask almost before he’d 


kissed me. I'd pour a steaming cup out 
of the pot I always kept ready, and he’d 
cradle the cup in his hands, gulping it so 
hot his tongue was scorched, trying to 
make the heat and bitterness take the 
place of the stronger beverage his tor- 
tured nerves were craving. 

“Come on,” I said now, throwing cau- 
tion to the winds in my resurrected de- 
sire to help him. “Ill warm up what’s 
left over.” 

I fried bacon and eggs too, and the 
way they disappeared made it easy to 
believe he hadn’t eaten for days. He 
scarcely said a word until he’d finished, | 
then he shoved his plate aside and said, 
“You can’t know how wonderful this 
seems, sitting in your warm kitchen, eat- 
ing your good cooking. It’s been a long, 
wretched pull, Lu. You knew Mama 
died, didn’t you?” 

“Yes. Jeannie sent word.” 

Jeannie was one of the friends who 
still wrote to me from the little town 
where I’d lived as Rock’s wife. “Rock 
is such an inappropriate name for any- 
one so weak,” she had written, describ- 
ing his appearance at the funeral. “He 
didn’t look as if he had the strength to 
stand—let alone go on living. I hon- 
estly don’t believe he’d fallen off the 
wagon since you left him, Lu. He’d 
been going around telling everyone how 
he was going to make good and win you 
back. But after his mother’s funeral he 
went out and got so roaring drunk he 
didn’t come out of it until he landed in 
the hospital.” 

Rocky picked up his coffee, cradling 
the cup in his hands. “I suppose Jeannie 
wrote that I went all to pieces. I just 
couldn’t help it, Lu. I felt as if I had 
nobody at all. You’d deserted me, and 
it was just about that time I heard you 
were getting married again. Mama’s 
death on top of that was more than I 
could take.” 

“I didn’t desert you! 
chance after chance to—” 

“IT know, doll! It wasn’t your fault! 
You were only nineteen—too young and 
inexperienced to handle an alcoholic. 
You see, I admit it now. I had to admit 
it before I could be cured. Mama and I 
should both have admitted it earlier— 
she blamed herself for not warning you 
before we were married.” 

She almost had, I remembered. My 
parents had opposed our marriage after 
seeing Rocky drunk once. I’d reminded 
them how (Continued on Page 71) 


I gave you 
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| ppling muscles, and a firm-set Despite the giant Antaeus’ height, 
hi cules (Steve Reeves) scans world Hercules cuts him down to size in epic 
time, set to defend his honor. tale of love, heroism and high adventure. 
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Lifting huge iron statue is but one of Hercules’ many feats dur- 
ng spectacular motion picture based on the life of the immortal 
strongman, who topples towers, battles animals and men. 
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Film Saga Of World’s Strongest Man Created 


OPPLING TOWERS OF MEN, over- 

powering man-eating tigers and bat- 
thing a giant, the immortal Hercules re- 
creates his adventures as the world’s 
legendary mightiest man, in the Joseph 
E. Levine presentation of Hercules Un- 
chained. 

The Warner Bros., film release, which 
stars Steve Reeves and two of Europe’s 
most beautiful actresses—Sylva Koscina 
and Sylvia Lopez—pits the son of Zeus 
against herculean odds in his fight 
against tyrants who attempt to top the 
scales of justice. 

High-point of the film is a grueling 
battle Reeves, as Hercules, has with ex- 
world heavyweight champion Primo Car- 
nera. Carnera, who is an international 
wrestling favorite, scores his biggest act- 
ing success as the giant Antaeus. But 
Hercules picks up the hulking Antaeus 
and drops him into the sea. 

Directed by Pietro Francisci, hailed by 
many as one of the motion picture in- 
dustry’s great re-creators of historical 
and legendary figures, the production 
also features June Valli, recording artist, 
singing the main love ballad, Evening 
Star. Francisci collaborated with Ennie 
de Concini on the screenplay while 
Marie Beva directed the cinematogra- 
phy. Bruno Vailati produced the epic 
tale, written by Mitchell Parrish. 































Hercules musters his faithful followers 
around him during scene from Hercules 
Unchained, as he goes into battle. 


— 


Antaeus, the giant (Primo Carnera), gets Showing another facet of his feat-studded life, Hercules shares quiet moment with 
best of Hercules for only a moment in Queen Omphale (Sylvia Lopez) who seems unconcerned that she is in the presence of 
scene where Hercules shows his prowess. the strongest man on earth, whose great strength melts before her charms. 


—_ , = ee 


Seductive Sylvia Lopez (Queen Omphale of Lydia), casts her Under the spell of bewitching Queen Omphale, Hercules finds 
mysterious spell over Hercules and keeps him as her prisoner- the joys of love in an idyllic setting, against his wishes, where 
lover, during drama of the life of the world’s mightiest man. he finds respite from his battles against men and the elements. 
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How He I Proposed — 


By Mrs. Lee Morgan 


‘OME PEOPLE SAY mixed marriages 


don’t work. I don’t know. I do know 
Lee, one of the leading young jazz 
peters in the country today, would 
have married me if I had been white. 
told me as much. 
it since I’m of Asian (Japanese) 
stry. and not white, we don’t be- 
yur marriage will present any un- 
or insurmountable problems. 
always says that mixed marriages 
e and that a person should be able 
urry anyone he chooses because, 
all, marriage is an individual and 


highly personal proposition. But he 
feels that conditions in this country are 
such that make many of these kinds of 
marriages impractical. Since he is a 
highly sensitive artist, Lee says he 
doesn’t want anything to distract him 
from his work such as marriage to a 
white woman might do. 

I had known Lee as an artist for some 
time but the first time he spoke to me 
was New Year’s eve. He had a theatre 
date at the Regal Theatre in Chicago 
with the Art Blakey combo. And he was 
strolling through the lobby of the Suther- 


land Hotel when he saw me, stopped and 
remarked in French: “You look very 
nice and fresh.” He also added that he 
had hated me up to that time. 

Now when an artist tells you he hates 
you, he may mean many things. He may 
mean he actually hates or despises you; 
he may mean he goes for you and 
doesn’t want to. 

Anyway, I don’t speak much French, 
but I understood what he was saying and 
thanked him. He didn’t ask me for a 
date at the time. We didn’t chat very 
long, either. But I felt good and I’m 
sure he did after this brief encounter. 
[ knew that we would get together 
sooner or later. 

A week later, he was back in Chicago. 
This time working at the Sutherland. 
This time, he did ask me to go out, just 
as | knew he would, and I did. 

How did Lee propose? That’s hard 
to say. I think it was just a mutual 
agreement. He asked, “How would you 
like to live in New York?” Since I 
planned to live there anyway, I said, “I'd 
like that fine.” So he casually remarked 
“Let’s get married.” It was simple as 
that. It seems that everything we do is 
like that—mutual, with simplicity. 

We took it for granted from the first 
that we would get married. We post- 
poned the wedding a number of times 
because of his work schedule. Our 
friends and various news publications 
got rather impatient. They kept asking 
“Are you really going to get married?” 

When we finally did get married in 
New York, it was without much prepara- 
tion. In fact, neither of our parents were 
present at the wedding, just a few 
friends—members of the Blakey combo, 
including Blakey himself. Bobby Tim- 
mons, pianist, was best man. Right after 
the wedding I called my mother in Chi- 
cago and she was thrilled. We had a 
party at the Birdland where Lee was 
working. 

My parents are both native-born Japa- 
nese, Nisei (first generation) which 
makes me Sansei (second generation). It 
is confusing to some people, but very 
simple to us. 

I’m a model and dancer. I used to be 
part of a Japanese dance group, all from 
Japan, which included six girls and a 
male. It was a fairly successful group 
and we—Lee and this group worked for 
a time on the same bill. We saw each 
other every day then. 
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I always knew that when or if I mar- 
ried, I would marry an entertainer. It’s 
the life I live. It’s the kind of life I love 
to live. Just for kicks, I looked up his 
sign (I’m a great believer in astrology). 
I was delighted to discover that he is a 
Cancer (July). Since I’m a Pisces (Feb- 
ruary), we are ideally suited for each 
other. We like living the same kind of 
life. He always has had quite a bit of 
confidence in himself. So have I. We 
have the same emotional outlook. In 
his work at home, he is calm, never rude. 
Even the arguments we have are calm 
and unheated. He is a serious artist and 
works very hard. Yet he is never tem- 
peramental and is always considerate. 

Right now Lee is very excited. He 
has just completed a composition. When- 
ever he does that, he always gets worked 
up. For weeks while he is in the throes 
of creation, he is preoccupied, mentally 
wrapped in his thoughts, but never sul- 
len or difficult. He merely concentrates 
on what he is doing and is hardly aware 
of his surroundings. 

After he completes the work, he is 
exhilarated. We have a party or we just 
laugh and kid about trivial things. Music 
is his way of life and because of this, 
even if I knew nothing of the field (but 
I do) it would be mine, also. He lives 
it, breathes it, worries with it, figura- 
tively dies with it, and, because I’m sen- 
sitive to his moods, I find that for me, 
too, it becomes a live and breathing 
thing. 

Lee is doing more composing now, 
writing. In later years, he may or may 
not do this exclusively. But I don’t think 
so because he is a performer first, an en- 
tertainer who personally likes to give to 
the audience the fruits of his work. 

Our marriage will be a success be- 
cause we have so many things in com- 
mon—because we share our triumphs 
and set backs without letting them get 
us down or interfere with our personal 
relationships. 

I want to continue doing some work 
in the modeling field, but only when Lee 
is away. He travels quite a bit and this 
will give me something to do. 

How many children do I want? Well, 
that’s hard to say. I want a half dozen 
or as many as nature will provide. We’re 
young. Lee, however, wants two or three, 
all boys. I would like to have all girls. 
But we won’t fall out about this. We will 
take what nature provides and be happy 
with them. 

THE END 








Massengille 


Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


Massengill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
by women everywhere. It assures you of personal 
daintiness. 

Its “‘clean’”’ refreshing fragrance makes you con- 


fident you will not offend. Unlike “home-made” 
preparations, it is effective for many hours. 


Solutions of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
pare. Cleansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
mended by doctors and used in hospitals. 


Use Massengill Powder—and be sure. 
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THE S. E. MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 
Please send me (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 
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ur Child 


Jazz quintet leader Walter 


Perkins vowed to express his 


grief through his drumming. 
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| Was Going To DIE... 


The tragic story of how a young couple learned 


their daughter would not live, and the anguish 


they suffered knowing they were powerless to save her 


667. HERE IS NO STONE on Marcita’s 

grave at the cemetery here in Chi- 
cago, but when Walter returns from 
New York he plans to mark her place 
with a birdbath so that the air above her 
shall be filled with the music of birdsong. 
We only had Marcita for six wonderful 
months; sleepless, tortured, yet happy. 
Then God came down and took her to 
live with Him in Heaven.” 

Barbara Perkins paused from her 
story in the neatness of her Chicago 
South Side apartment and hugged her 
daughters, Gail, four, and Rochelle, 
one, to her breast. It was in April 1959 
that Marcita died, the victim of an in- 
curable disease, but even now it remains 
a difficult thing to talk about for both 
Barbara and husband Walter, drummer 
and leader of the MJ3 Plus 2 (Modern 
Jazz 3 Plus 2). They knew their child 
was going to die and that they were 
powerless to save her. 

“I had a normal pregnancy with 
Marcita, even though I had to remain in 
the hospital two weeks after the baby 
went home,” Barbara remembers. “Dur- 
ing that time Walter was both father and 
mother to Marcita. He prepared formu- 
las, changed and bathed her; never lost 
the wonderment at her full head of hair, 
nor the mystical beauty of a baby’s 
hands. Walter played with her each day. 
She had big eyes and gurgled with glee 
whenever Walter touched her. She 
seldom cried. Walter would lay her 
across his chest and there she would go 
to sleep. At age three months she con- 
tracted pnuemonia, but made a rapid 
recovery. Then, as we returned to the 
doctor’s office for a check up, he uttered 
six words that struck terror in the hearts 
of both Walter and me: ‘Your child is 
going to die.’ ” 

Marcita, doctors said, suffered from 
a heart disease that short circuited the 
blood so that it did not flow through 


By Marc Crawford 


the body properly. She suffered severe 
pain, yet in spite of it she remained a 
happy baby even when she spent the last 
of her days in an oxygen tent. 

“To the end,” says Barbara, “neither 
Walter nor I believed she would be taken 
from us. We knew that doctors, even 
specialists had been wrong before and 
every now and then we had read of new 
wonder drugs being discovered and we 


prayed and believed such a drug would 
be found to save Marcita. Our baby was 
hospitalized and for the three months 
she was confined I spent an average of 
two to three hours a day with her, some- 
times with Walter and other times alone. 
Standing there in front of a glass win- 
dow unable to touch my baby was the 
most difficult thing I ever had to do. 
We had read about this sort of thing 





Alone most of the time with her two children, Barbara Perkins shows them father’s pic- 
ture daily to keep his memory bright. She says at first, after Marcita died, she decided 
to have no more children for fear they, too, might be victimized by incurable disease. 
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We Knew 
Our Child 
Was Going 
To DIE 


happening to other peeple, but we won- 
| how could something like this 
happen to us. I began to wonder what 
iad Walter or I committed to de- 
e this. | would stand there and all 
nner of things would pass through 
mind. If she recovered would she 
n invalid the rest of her life? How 
would she get along with her sister? 
What achievements might have been hers 
in life had she been permitted to grow 
» womanhood like other little girls? 
Was she aware of the pain; wasn’t there 
some way | could take it for her? Why, 
why, why did this, how could this, hap- 
pen to an innocent baby?” 
Walter was wonderful to me during 
this period, together we prayed and to- 
gether we held up one another’s sagging 


It taught me something about life. It 


taught me that a man has to have hope 


even when he knows there is no hope 


spirits. For a while it looked like God 
had answered our prayers and Marcita 
improved enough for the doctor to let 
her come home to us. It was the day be- 
fore Easter and it was as if someone had 
suddenly turned the lights on in a long 
darkened home. It was a happy time for 
us and Walter and I could hold Marcita 
in our arms again and as before she went 
to sleep on Walter’s chest. But our hap- 
piness was short lived. Late in the night 
Marcita suffered another attack. The 
doctor came and told us to return her 
to the hospital immediately. 

“Our prayers of Thanksgiving again 
turned to begging. It seemed so little to 
ask the life of our baby. Marcita became 
worse and on the 18th of April when I 
went to visit Marcita I had a funny feel- 
ing inside me. I didn’t know what it 
was but every time I turned from the 
window through which | watched her, 
I had to turn back again. Finally, I went 
home and I was seized by chills. At mid- 
night the phone rang. I was afraid to 
answer it. Somehow I did. It was the 
hospital. Marcita, they said, was sink- 
ing: ‘Come at once.’ When I arrived 
Marcita was dead. 

“I snatched my baby’s body up and 
squeezed her to me and I clrrsed the doc- 
tors and the nurses for letting my baby 
die. I cursed them when they tried to pry 
my baby from my arms, this little one 
whom I could not hold in life they would 
take from me in death. But one day, 
later, | made a trip back to the hospital 
and apologized to the nurses and doc- 
tors for the cruel things I had said to 
them. I know now they had done every- 
thing possible and that what had hap- 
pened was the will of God. What other 
reason could there be? 

“But Walter took it differently. He 
was working at the Cloister Inn on the 
North Side. The hospital called him by 
phone and told him of Marcita’s death. 
Walter hung up the phone on them and 
went back to his drums. “What right 
have people got to call a man up on his 
job and tell him such a ridiculous story. 
Marcita isn’t dead, she can’t be,’ he 


thought. When the hospital called again, 
one of the side men answered and he 
drove Walter to the hospital still trying 
to ignore the fact that Marcita was lost 
and gone forever. 

“When Walter arrived and saw the 
baby he had to admit that it was true. 
He was trying to be strong for my sake. 
But his tears were too heavy to hold and 
defied his will. And so, helpless and 
unable to bring our baby back, he wept 
like a small boy. 

“That night we sat up until dawn and 
even after and neither of us said a word. 
There was nothing to say. Walter busied 
himself arranging for Marcita’s funeral 
and in the times between he held me in 
his arms and together we shared our 
hurt. 

“After the burial, Walter began to 
drink and smoke, something he had 
never done before. For a week he did 
not work and then one day he said quite 
simply: ‘’m going to play for my 
baby.’ I don’t know but I think some- 
times Walter felt that he somehow had 
not made use of all the talent God has 
given him and thought maybe by not 
always playing at his best had in some- 
way con- (Continued on Page 77 | 





Daughter Rochelle, one-year-old, was born 
sound of limb and body. Says Walter: 
“God gave her to us to replace Marcita.” 











ain, 

he 
‘ing 
lost 


rn 


GET JE7 VIA MAIL FOR 
AROUND THE WORLD 





Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 









Ernie Banks, most valuable 
player in majors, hits again 
‘ seg 








Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 
hormones in mouse in science ex- 
periment. 
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Skylark’s 
Top Flighi 
Fashion 


Me At a once-in-a- 
 blue-moon price! 
&B z., 7.97 


Style No. 167 
_ 9-17, 10-20 
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Style 807 — COME FOR COCKTAILS. Fe 

me-fatale sheath of beautiful rayon failles 
Romantic heart-shaped neckline, slim bod- 
ice, and an elaborate fake-jewel ornament 
for the one exciting highlight. Black or red. 


Style 2710—PLEAT TRICK. In a washable 
biend of Acraion and Rayon, tucked on the 
turtleneck collar and bodice, whirling out 
in a wide sweep of permanent pleats. 
Powder blue, red or gray. 


Style 114—SIREN STRATEGY. Nylon lace 
daringly draped over crisp rayon taffeta. 
Its neckline dipped to a new and exciting 
low. Behind your back a deep decolletage 
and fluid, floating lines. Black, beige, red, 
powder blue. 


Style 167 — PRETTY 2 PIECE. A jolly two- 
piece outfit of washable ribbed cotton oe 
4 knit; slimly tapered with kick pleat for as 


ey promenading. Elasticized waist band -% lark 0 sah =. 
er y riginals ™~ 


im hip fit. Pearlized butt trim. 
for trim hip fi earliz utton trim om, a A NJ. \ 


YA . 
70 PREPAID ORDER: | enclose price of gar-¥ 
l ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— \ 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 
f OC.O.D. ORDER: I 
plus postage, C.O.D. 
may return garment in 





Style No. 2710 ' 
7-17, 10-20 : 





stimulate 


you into vigorous activity, and 


the neigh- 
soon all problems will vanish. 


refreshing 


the kids clean and 
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will appreciate more than 
ever his delectable ice cream des- 


The Practical 


unior 
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bors have almost been exhausted. 


The first step on a late summer 
foot forward by looking your 


pick-up plan is to put your best 
best at all times. A 

serts (see food pages), and you 
will quickly discover the rewards 
of the “pretty-but-practical look.” 


shiny and en 
outside appearance will 
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71TH THE casual atmosphere in 
which most families live today, the 
to-wash-and-wear house dress is 


ling its way into most everyday 





lrobes. Designers of these dresses 
> used a great deal of imagination 
they are as pretty as they are prac- 
Nothing can be more attractive 
the popular Swirl dress that can be 
on in 25 seconds. It wraps about the 
with complete ease and looks neat 
risp. The new materials offer won- 
wash-and-wear qualities, and 
dresses will double for shopping 
station wagon trips with the kids. 
are available in a variety of 
prints and colors, and many of 
are designed in three size ranges, 
ing a perfect fit for any woman. 
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htful combination of a pin check 
irt with a solid color bodice is the 
ling feature of this swirl. About $7. 








At the left is a swirl with a scoop neck and high-rise waist treatment. Scattered 
flowers are embroidered on bodice and pockets. Price, $5.95. Right, is window- 
pane check, softened by ruffles on bodice and pockets. $6.98. 
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Two classic cotton-checked shirtwaists are executed by Spectator, 
with deep cuffed sleeves, unpressed pleats in the skirt and a flat 
front and back slimming treatment. About $10 each. 

















Lively print dress made in flattering coach- 
man style, has a full, but slimming skirt, 
and smart short sleeves. About $7. 
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Schiffli floral embroidery adorns bodice and pockets of the pin check cot- 
ton dress at left, which has a scoop neckline. Dress at right has appliqued 
roses on bodice. Neckline and pockets are stitched in red. $7 each. 












A delightful “seed packet” cotton print is styled with a softly scooped 
neck and short cap sleeves. One of the smartest and brightest of the new 
line, it combines flattering fashion with ease of wear and care. Price, $6.98. 
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HAIR 
YOU CAN 
WEAR 


Ed 


Simple wig for dark hair and brown skin can be restyled in many 
ways for different occasions. Back view shows a straight hair style 
hugging the neck with soft waves over the ears. 


T SOME TIME in her life every woman has a desire to have 

her hair a different color and style. In many instances, her 

natural hair will not permit this, so to achieve these effects and 
still keep the natural hair color, why not try a wig! 

Like all else in these modern times, wigs have become an es- 
sential part of milady’s wardrobe. They look natural because 
they are made from real hair. Offered in a wide variety of styles, 
colors, and lengths by Perma-Coif, these unusual wigs and hair 
pieces are made in Europe from the finest materials possible, and 
have won prizes in many hair shows. They may be washed and 
set with pin curls or irons. The original designs shown are from 
Perma-Coif, and styled by Richard Hartwich of Baltimore. 


For the girl who needs just a bit of hair, — 
there are a number of small hair pieces that % " 
can be added to match the regular hair style. 
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In keeping with the 
Jet age is a very 
high fashion wig 
called “Butterfly.” 
Hair has a_ wind- 
blown look in the 
front, and the back 
is straight with “but- 
terfly” swirls at the 
sides. The color is a 
soft white. 


Ij you have the right 
complexion, try this 
stunning blond wig, 
made along the Ro- 
mance lines. Soft 
curls. about the face 
and on top of crown 
give a youthful look. 
Velvet band adds a 
directoire look. 


Pretty models are thrilled with the wide assortment of styles and 
colors Perma-Coif wigs offer. Hairdo can be changed instantly. 
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A most effective black 

and white style for spe- 

cial affairs, can be achieved by the simple addi- 

tion of a white Demi-Coif. Your own hair may 
be combed into it for a natural look. 


Called the “Bee- 
Hive” this style is 
in vibrant titian red 
tones. Back of wig 
is straight with a soft 
rolled curl at the 
neck. Smooth 
straight lines are 
carried through to 
the “Bee-Hive” effect 
in front. 





THE COOL 


HEN SUMMER ARRIVES with its 
heat and humidity, ice cream tastes 
better than ever, for sodas, sundaes, floats 
and all kinds of ice cream delicacies lend 
their special charm to summer dining. 
Vanilla, chocolate and strawberry are 
perennial favorites, but alluring special 
flavors of ice cream tempt the appetite 
and intrigue the imagination. Sherbets 
look and taste as cool as an ocean breeze. 
It’s good summer meal-planning to keep 
half-gallon packages of several favorites 
on hand in the freezer. Ice cream des- 
serts may be formal or informal—dressed 
up with fruits and sauces, or served “as 


” 


is.” It’s delicious either way. 


reme de Menthe Frappé 

freshing summer cooler that is a 
different, try creme de menthe 
which is so easy to make. Pour 
reme de menthe in the bottom of 
glasses, then swirl vanilla ice 
to glasses. Top with mint-fla- 

vored jelly candy. 


Peach Melba 
ssert dish place a fresh half 
the fruit with peach melba 
vation of peach ice cream and 
sherbet. Add sliced peaches 
ynful or two of fresh raspberry 
Top with raspberries. 





Ice Cream Clowns 
Cones with delicious edible faces are a joy for celebrants 
young and old. Eyes, noses and mouths are made of gum 
drops, marshmallows, cherries and orange peeling. 


Chocolate Ice Cream with Fudge Topping 
Chocolate ice cream topped with a fudgy homemade choco- 
late sauce makes double treat. Chill sauce before serving. 


Strawberries Romanoff Pie ’N’ Ice Cream 
Arrange chilled strawberries in a bowl. Sprinkle with lemon For a “quickie” dessert bake a pie shell; cool, then fill with 
Juice and sugar. Chill thoroughly; serve with lightly whipped vanilla ice cream. Decorate with marshmallows and lemon 
ice cream mixed with whipped cream. slices. Serve with lemon-pineapple sauce. 
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r on the beach or peeking through b 
hould be pretty. Smooth away calluses with pumice, push 
ticle away from nails daily. Trim toe nails and wear polish. 

















efoot sandals, feet that 


Use a brush to make a 
sharp, clean lip out- 
line. Then fill in with 
your favorite lipstick 
color. This summer 
pastel shades are pop- 
ular and look fresher 
than the deeper tones. 


After smoothing liquid 
make-up over the face, 
outline eyes with an 
eye-pencil. Keep line 
close to lashes. Use 
dark brown pencil for 
brows, reshaping with 
short upward strokes. 
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SUMMER 
BEAUTY 


HATEVER YOU DO these summer 

days, your outdoor-indoor beauty 
program will demand daily attention. 
Whether you’re a natural beauty en- 
dowed with a perfect face and flawless 
skin, or whether your “glow” comes out 
of bottles, it’s important to set up a 
beauty plan and follow it diligently. 

During the hot months of summer 
you're always “on stage,” and more of 
you is exposed than ever before. The 
extra attention you devote to the care of 
hands, elbows, feet and back, is like put- 
ting money in your beauty bank. Sleeve- 
less dresses and shorts will call attention 
to manicures and pedicures. Frequent 
foot baths to soften and remove cal- 
louses will help beautify the feet. Knees 
are important points and should be 
brush-scrubbed daily. 

During summer the skin requires more 
care than ever, and is at its best when 
given a good facial. The best facial is a 
simple washing with soap and water. 
Other beauty aids applied during or be- 
fore are used according to skin types. 
Tan’s beauty aids are by Hazel Bishop. 
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‘THE ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN’ 


This is an appropriate year for this generation to see Mark Twain’s classic novel, 
“The Adventures Of Huckleberry Finn,” in a cinematic treatment which, though not 
free of blemishes, is nonetheless wallowing good entertainment. If the Samuel 
Goldwyn Jr. production of Twain’s masterpiece misses the tingling excitement of 
the book in some respects, it is due less to the shortcomings of James Lee’s script 
than to the questionable direction of Michael Curtiz. The film has fine pace, a 
pictorial beauty and grandeur that enchants the eye and several utterly delightful 
acting performances. 

Little Eddie Hodges, in the difficult 
and demanding title role, sometimes 
strays from the boyish figure created by 
Twain by overuse of irritating artificial 
attitudes and poses. Hodges is a charm- 
ing youngster whose gifts have been 
somewhat blunted by the direction of 
Curtiz. 

Light heavyweight champion Archie 
Moore makes a most distinguished debut 
as an actor in the film, playing the part 
of Jim, the runaway slave who is Huck’s 


Archie Moore as Jim. 


affectionate and resourceful companion 
on a memorable voyage on a raft down the Mississippi to freedom. Moore’s acting 
is surprisingly satisfactory. He is tender without being mawkish, dignified without 
being stiff, and simple in a warm way. 


‘SERGEANT RUTLEDGE’ 


John Ford, one of the great film directors of our time, possesses an abiding love 
for the old American West and its turbulent history. Give him an exceptional 
script with a western setting, a good cast and a handsome budget and he will en- 
thusiastically apply his immense enthu- 
siasm and superior skills to the project. 

“Sergeant Rutledge” is his latest 
movie and being a western drama of 
uncommon story interest and message, it 
has provided him with a natural outlet 
for his talent. This is a western that 
pulsates with real excitement, even 
though a great part of it takes place in 
an Army court-martial room where Ne- 
gro Sgt. Braxton Rutledge is being tried 
for rape of a white girl and murder. 

Making imaginative use of the flash- 
back technique, director Ford creates a 





gripping picture of the frontier service to 
which the famed Negro U. S. 9th Cavalry 
Regt. was assigned in the post-Civil War era. The picture, shot on the broad 
stretches of the Arizona desert, is notable for the accuracy with which the courage 
and skill of the Negro cavalryman is shown. The film constitutes a stirring page 
from the distinguished regiment’s history. 

Ex-All American football star and pro-wrestler Woody Strode gets his biggest 
break in his 10-year movie career and makes good use of it by effectively portraying 
the simple-but-strong Sergeant Rutledge. 


Woody Strode as Sergeant Rutledge 





DRUNKENNESS 


Ruins Beomh. Happiness. Break 
the Dria ary guicKey 

INEXPED SI Use new 
AL COREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 






. Interrupts drink- 
ing c beng and causes many to turn 
fro quor. May be taken in 
SECRET. New ALC ‘OREM po desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is 
db dical Authority. Comes ready to use 
—simple instructions included—n not cause time out 
from work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: ‘*I took 
ALCOREM 9 years ago. and have not taken or wanted 
a drink since then. Please send me ALCOREM for a 
——— of mine who is a heavy drinker.’’—Mr. H.F.. 
vineoeen. Ky. As an additional help we send.. FREE! 
1 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM Special 
| Mh .. a eae to ae nexveus and digestive systems. 
Also WE CHART to guide reformed drinker to 
proper — 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
¢in C.O.D. and postage, send $8.95with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. N-20 


sos S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, iLL. 









All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. « Studio L-6 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


~ Shrinks Hemorrhoids — 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain—without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like ‘Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!”’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is- now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back nomen *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


Do you want Sy eee 


--++ A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 











Make this amazing 
oes, g s3 Day Test 
For Quick Triple Action with BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM 


This hair cream with triple action gives 
your hair a new softer luster with glowing 
highlights that even enhances the beauty 
of long flowing hair. It contains loads of 
LANOLIN AND RICH OILS to lubricate 
DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
ENDS; ITCHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all 
types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- 
ular size $1.10. If C.0.D. postage extra. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N. Y. 
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Try This Great Book 
in Your Own Life 


10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION 


it must help you... it must show 
results . . . it must work! 


The Golden Keys to the Sacred Psalms 


By MIKHAIL STRABO 


you how to use Psalms... $498 


8s you which Psalms to use. . 
you when to use Psalms. Postpaid 


No matter what personal problem is worry- 
ng you the answer is here. No matter if 
t is Health, Money Troubles, Debts, Love, 
ids, Family Troubles or Something } ee. 


ely Personal and Confidential you are 

o find the =. —_. ~ 

t you seek in the Great an owerfu 

a a shi ciiitcaciai N CORPUS CHRISTI, TEXAS, after police told an unidentified woman they 

aeckaat dateomers Woolost semotation could not arrest her husband for drunkenness in his own home, she dashed 

For For business a . ° ° 

Against enemies For good fortune inside, picked up her mate, dumped him out into the street, and ordered the cops— 
6 eip chiidren . 4 : 7 

And much, much more who obliged—‘“He’s in a public street now. Arrest him!” 


of extra cest: Convenient jemias 
FR =E size “ae of the 150 P. of 
David you rush your order. i a = % 
MONEY BACK "GUARANTEE 


Box ee ee ss In Antwerp, Belgium, a mental patient poised atop a building roof, preparing 
suicide, suddenly called the whole thing off and rushed downstairs to the hospital 


WRITE YOUR OWN MUSIC dining room when a cook yelled: “Come on down. It’s time to eat.” 
FOR YOUR SONG POEMS! 


FUN and possibly even PROFIT in writing the music for In Memphis, Tenn., 40-year-old John L. Owens stole an electric razor from a 
your own SONG POEMS with amazing new COMPOSA- : . 

GRAPH. This marvelous invention has you setting your home, was arrested a month later when he came back to steal the electrical cord 
own SONG POEMS to music the very first time you try! P 

You can now write tunes even if you don’t know a single to go with it. 
note of music! Simple as A BC! Compose your own 
melodies for your SONG POEMS, Love Songs, Hymns 
and Popular Songs! Write for Free Folder today! 
COMPOSAGRAPH, Dept. 1988, DARIEN, CONN. 











In Sumter, S. C., a barber eyed a teen-age customer’s slickly-combed hair, posed 
the question: “Do you want it cut or should I just check the oil?” 





* * * * 


In Chicago, Ill., asked by a friend if a mutual acquaintance were really dead. 
singer Mae Barnes replied: “If he ain’t then somebody sure did him dirty: they 
buried him.” 





In London, England, 18-year-old Terrence Ambrose was declared winner in a 
cheese-tasting contest, then promptly got arrested as a suspect in an $11,200 robbery 


epee Dad ere is fine arming AKIN é : ea : 
PA MPI because his toothmarks matched those on nibbled cheese left behind in the heist. 
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In Prichard, Ala., after Sylvester Wooten, 25, was fined $50 for shooting him 


DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY in the leg, Jim Small was himself fined $50 the next day. The charge: shooting 


RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAY i 
saan cae Fata Wooten in the leg. 
THOUSANDS HAVE BEEN HELPED TO 
BREAK THE DRINKING CYCLE 
k Threaten Your In Detroit, Mich., Doyle Buckman explained to a judge why he was unable to 


Happi Or Y Loved Ones? ° a a . ‘ “ 4 ae 
This Remerkeble | New a support his estranged wife and their eight children: “Looks like my obligations 


Relief Fr Desire OF exceed my income.” 
' This Is Strictly A Home M 
Eesy To Take. Nothing Like it 
€ on? ee yoy As A ~~ 
menent “"C it Doctor's Recogniz: : : ‘ . 
Method Of Withdeswel Of ‘You Cen Go In Miami, Fla., a 240-pound card player shouted “Out the bathroom window!” 


Alcohol. Y: 
To Busi ¥ : , ' : : 
Urwst While Usiog "Gor bathed. Secil as "ined as police raided the game, waited while three confederates followed his advice and 
F iskey, Beer, Gi m 
one Bhan le Notited ta A ph Short leaped to safety, then was nabbed by the coppers when he took his turn and got 


For the entire Mathad, Formule, eed fection. | | jammed in the window. 
This Is The Only Method That Gy That Guarentees Satisfac- 
tron Or Your M . You Will Bless 
The Dey You Sow bsg: Barer v Thousands Have 
a oo Done. Mall Your Soap. With «Order In New York, hailed by a policeman who wanted to know if he hadn’t seen the 

SOBERIN AIDS CO. ver. 9-c “Don’t Walk” traffic sign, a jaywalker replied: “Sure, but I thought it was an 


P.O. Bex 42 Rugby Station Srookdyn 3, Wi. v. advertisement to ride the bus.” 

















































Child Care: 


Make Sure The 
Eyes See And 
The Ears Hear! 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 

N° INFREQUENTLY, parents of 

youngsters just entering school are 
confronted with the fact that Johnny or 

Mary, who seem to be perfectly normal 

in every respect, just cannot seem to 

learn to read or do not measure up to 
par in some other aspect of the learning 
process. 

All too often, 
traced to common disorders of the eye 


the problem can be 
or the ear. In other words, Johnny or 
Mary cannot see as well as they should 
or hear as much as they should. 

If the child has a squint or if his eyes 
do not focus properly, a doctor should 
be consulted with regard to exercises for 
the eye muscles or other corrective treat- 
ment. Often, a child who needs to wear 
glasses continually at five or six will 
have sufficiently corrected vision by the 
time he reaches puberty to use them only 
for reading or other close work. It has 
also been found that in certain cases a 
simple operation on the eye muscles in 
early childhood is the best way to rem- 
edy certain eye defects. It is important, 
though, that a physician specializing in 
the disorders of the eye be consulted, 
rather than a person who 
only to fit glasses and not to treat eye 
disorders. 


licensed 


Disorders of the ear are equally com- 
plicated and must not be neglected. A 
child who hears only partially can never 
really receive the benefit of all the in- 
struction given because so much of it is 
Many 
have been found to have 
hearing defects rather than mental 
tardation. 


in the nature of oral instruction. 
“slow learners” 


After the defect has been cor- 
rected or improved, the child learns with 
normal speed. 

It is a pity to consider a child men- 
tally retarded or unteachable when with 
the addition of eyeglasses or treatments, 
a hearing device or lip-reading instruc- 
tion, new worlds of sight and sound can 
be opened to them. 





> Fill out the coupon above 
>~ ” and tI will rush to you... 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Room 17K80 — 131 S$. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill. 
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FREE Nurses Booklet 


and Sample Lesson Pages 


IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS YOU CAN BECOME A PRACTICAL 
NURSE .. . Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. You can earn up to $65.00 a week, 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. In 
just a few short weeks you should be able to accept your 
first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation and 
no salesman will call. You can make your decision to be a 
Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you, 
without obligation, your FREE sample lesson pages, and 
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts”. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17K80 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 
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,;CUCKOO nS Qee | 


PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “‘Good Fortune”’ in Life 
If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
ae rg and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 
So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5208-A, Noroton, Conn. 
We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 


, SD 


FROM EUROPE DUTY FREE ; 
DIRECT TO YOU! POSTPAID 
Excellent Time Keeper. Lowest 5 
price ever. With weight and 
endulum. Finished in Antique | 
alnut. Hand carved. Cuckoos 
in a pleasing lovely voice. Send | 
$3.95 for Regular Model or send 
$5 for Deluxe Model. NoC.0.D.'s. I 
Sent PPD. Sold on Money Back i 

Guarantee. 


Best Values Co., Dept. cus! 





and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 


“403 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 








When You Are Thin, Skinny, Underweight Because of 
Poor Appetite or Poor Eating Habits 


Women, men, children and convalescents who are thin, skinny and 

underweight because of poor appetite or poor eating habits should try 

Wate-on to gain weight fast! Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline gain . 

arms, legs, thighs, ankles, skinny underweight flat figures fill out all over 

the body the same way. -ON also improves the appetite, gives 

quick energy, guards against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance 
and low resistance that accompanies an underweight condition. 
Also makes for better digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. 
Easy weight gains of 5 to 50 pounds have been reported. 


Gain Weight Fast or Money Refunded 


Tired of being skinny? If underweight is caused by disease take 
Wate-On under direction of your doctor. Wate-On is high in calories, 
readily digestible to be used by system to put on weight instead of 
being wasted. Fortified with essential vitamins, minerals, blood 
building iron and other healthful elements. Ask your druggist for 
WATE-ON today. Two forms .. . tablets or homogenized liquid. 
Gain weight or return to store where purchased for a refund. 


eware-ow MALU te) 


SUPER WATE-ON 
Extra Rich in calories and LIQUID EMULSION 
or TABLETS 


fortified with more vitamins, 
minerals, etc. At druggists 
on same money back satisfac- 
tion guarantee. 











Kedd FOXX 


AMERICA’S FUNNIEST 
ON RECORDS 








. . . Surpassing even 
LAFF OF THE PARTY and 
RACY TALES 


Free Foxx Joke Booklet: 


Order at 
only $4.98 
from 


DOOMS Record Club Dept. D 
9512 S. Central Ave., Los Angeles 2, Calif. 


THENTIC HIGH FIDEL 
RECORDS 
































More than one million Americans are living 
proof. Remember... your contributions 
helped save many of these lives. Your 
continuing contributions are needed to 
help discover new cures and, ultimately, the 
prevention of cancer itself « Remember, 
too, if you delay seeing your physician, you 
drastically cut your chances of cure. An- 
nual checkups are the best way of detect- 
ing cancer in time « Guard your family! 
Fight cancer with a checkup and a check. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 











Stolen Marriage 


(Continued from Page 21) 


asking, pretending there was some sense 
to what we were saying. I found out Julie 
had been in Altena Bay for three days. 
Like a dazed child she told me how 
she’d been living in a motel on the edge 
of town. Then, the words breaking out of 
her in a little rush, she went on telling me 
how she found me and Dave. A kind of 
insane cunning trembled on her lips, and 
she talked very fast. 

“I watched,” she whispered. “I had to 
and tonight I was going to come to see 
you but the door wasn’t locked. That’s why 
I came up. I wanted to see where you and 
Dave sleep. You like being with him, don’t 
you, Pam? You were always so tall and 
slim and your dark hair black on your 
golden shoulders. I remember. I saw you.” 

I shook my head helplessly, afraid to 
move but praying she wouldn’t go on. 
“Julie,” I begged. “Stop. Get out of here. 
Please, in the name of God, don’t make it 
any worse.” 

But she didn’t stop. The light wavered. 
Her heel scuffed on the floor. Her voice 
came little, the childish whisper making 
the things she said even uglier. And the 
words were ugly enough, coming one after 
another, dirty like she was dragging them 
from a dark mire in her mind. Crazily. 
saying them over and over. she spilled them 
out of herself. Then, as always, she sud- 
denly stopped. I heard her breathing hard 
but, finally, after a long moment, she said. 
“You stole my husband, Pam. That’s why 
I bought this gun. I’ve got to kill you.” 

The flat simplicity of her voice was al- 
most without emotion but I knew she meant 
just what she said. I saw her sway. her 
long hair caught a reflected glint of light. 
Her lashes sparkled with tears but she 
held the gun steadily. I saw it black and 
dull, evil, wicked and Julie’s fingers etched 
against the metal. She raised her arm a 
little and. as she did, a kind of animal in- 
stinct of survival ripped through me. I 
felt the drum of my heart hammering in 
my ears, and I opened my mouth. I felt the 
scream raw in my throat. I heard it shrill. 
stripped naked and, at the same time, twist- 
ing. I flung myself off the bed. 

I was reaching, clawing for Julie but as 
I moved, I heard the shattering blast of the 
gun. The hot lick of flame exploded and 
a huge fist of pain plunged into my shoul- 
der. I felt it slam me down. 


HIT THE FLOOR, turning, curling 

around. My cheek was pressed down 
on the bare wood but I drew my legs up. 
A huge sob hurt on my mouth. Then as I 
bit down, fighting the sick waves of pain, 
I heard the gun clatter to the floor. I 
turned my head and the light came close. 
I felt Julie’s hand. Her fingers moved over 
my hair. 


“Pam.” she whispered. “Why doesn’t 
God help us?” 

| blinked trying to see her. Dimly,. the 
sounds part of something that no longer 
existed for me. I heard a door slam. In the 
yard below, a man shouted. Downstairs 
someone flipped a light on and yelled but. 
all the time, in myself, I was looking back. 
knowing Julie’s words and I know even in 
that blurred stretch of time when reality 
was a vague flickering, I was trying to 
answer Julie. 

In the depths of my soul, a kind of ter- 
rified searching kept me lonely and _ in 
those half-conscious moments when I knew 
the neighbors had called Dave and the 
police, | cried for something I could not 
find in myself. Even with Dave close. his 
voice whispering against my cheek as he 
thanked God I was alive, I was held still 
in the prison of my own mind. I knew 
the hospital. the doctor, a circle of light. 
a nurse telling me they were going to probe 
my shoulder for the bullet. A needle was 
a prick of pain but. across my mind, I was 
counting back, numbering days and weeks 
and months and knowing again the help- 
lessness of falling in love with Dave. 

I followed the thought and I think dur- 
ing that time when I lay unconscious. | 
touched a true knowing where, in myself. 
Julie and Dave and I were memories 
caught in a circle of pure white light. We 
were there surrounded by darkness and. 
under the light. our shadows were cut 
sharp and Julie was half naked, her hair 
loose over her bare shoulders. Her skirt 
was ripped away from her legs and she was 
crying. 

In the bitter starkness of the dream | 
knew the sound of her sobs like little fin- 
gers tearing at my nerves, but I stood 
alone. watching Dave. He was tall. tan. 
He stared at Julie. He shook his head. 
turning to me, lifting his arms. He came 
close. his hands moved over me. We kissed. 
going to our knees. He pushed his hands 
up into my hair, He forced me back. His 
mouth brushed the curve of my neck but. 
lying back, slipping my arms around his 
neck, | turned my face and saw Julie. | 
heard her crying. 

And, somehow, in the days I spent in the 
hospital, the whispering memory of Julie 
crying was a shadow behind my eyes. Like 
a thin, dark curtain it held me apart from 
reality. The doctor, the nurses, the charts 
and bandages were something I watched 
outside myself. The oddness of that feeling 
made me strange with Dave, too. I felt it 
on the first afternoon when the sedative 
wore off and I opened my eyes. 

Tired, his face drawn, his eyes weary. 
Dave waited by my side. He reached out. 
touching my cheek with the tips of his 
fingers when I whispered his name. Then. 
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leaning down, hiding his face in the soft 
mass of my dark hair, he said. 
Pam. If Julie had killed you, 
have killed me, too.” He lifted his head, 
looking into my eyes. “You know how 
much I love you. don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I whispered. “I know, Dave.’ 

I did know too but there was no escape 
in telling Dave. For him and for me, there 
was Julie and Dave had to tell me that 
Julie had gone all to pieces after the shoot- 
ing. He said she was in the hospital too 
but she was not being allowed to see any- 
Dave finished, 
I’m not sure 


“T prayed, 
she would 


one. “I guess, in a way,’ 
*She’s out of her mind, Pam. 
there’s anything anyone can do for her 
now but no matter what happens now she’ll 
have to be put somewhere to be taken care 
of properly.” 

I looked at Dave. Then slowly, the words 
forcing themselves out of me, I said, “She 
cried, Dave.” 


“IT know.” “T know.” 


he whispered, 
(THERE WAS no more that day but 

gradually, during that next week and in 
those first days after I was able to go home 
from the hospital, we remembered all the 
days with Julie. In a way, for the first 
time since Dave had divorced her to marry 
me, we held her between us. 

At least, in the things we said, we 
couldn’t keep from going back in ourselves, 
and Julie came real to stand between us. 
I touched the months in the old house in 
San Francisco, the smell of the docks, the 
trucks rumbling, the kids playing in the 
street and Julie tiny in her old pink house- 
coat, 

Sometimes, for weeks on end, she 
wouldn't leave the house but crazily 
enough, no matter how Dave and I watched 
her, she almost always had a bottle hidden 
somewhere. Usually, she drank it slowly 
but steadily, but every so often she’d drink 
until she was helplessly drunk. 

Mostly. when she did that, she’d wait 
until Dave had gone for more than a day. 
he crossed the bay to put the 
dockyard at Sausalito. At other 
times he chartered a party overnight. But 
for me and Julie there was an ugly 
ness, I touched the fullness of it that first 
dark evening when I found her in the living 
room with the shades drawn. There with 
only one small lamp burning, she was 
crouched on the old sofa. Her housecoat 
was loose and she had nothing on under it. 
On the floor was an empty bottle. 


Sometimes 
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same- 


When I came in. she got up on her knees, 
staring at me like a trapped animal. In a 
crazy kind of way. she made the nakedness 
of her slim smooth body something un- 
clean, but she wouldn’t let me touch her. 
Huddling back against the cushion, push- 
ing her hands up and down on her bare 
legs, she talked like there was someone 
in her whom I did not know. 

“I'm going to tell you something bad,” 
she whispered. Then, for the first time, I 
heard her using foul language and, all the 
time. she twisted from side to side. She 


pulling her hands up over her 
breasts, Then, suddenly, 
bursting into tears. she sobbed, “I’m burn- 
I'm no good.” 


trembled, 
hurting herself. 


ing. I’m no good. 
I tried to stop her but, 
for her, she slapped my hands away. At 


when I reached 


the same time. slipping off the sofa, she got 
down on the floor. Her hands tore at her 
housecoat and she cowered away from me. 
Then, all at once, straightening up, she 
cursed me. Bitterness came spitting out of 
her and she yelled that she knew Dave and 
I were in love. 

Julie was right about that because, from 
there was a knowing be- 
When he came into a 
room I was different. A lift came into my 
heart, and I knew it was the same for 
Dave. But, at the same time. knowing how 
hard just living was for Dave, I tried to 
keep us apart. I didn’t tell him all I knew 
about Julie either but, worst of all, I didn’t 
have the strength to get away from him. 


the very first. 
tween Dave and me. 


Too many times I knew there was a help- 
lessness with Dave and me. The touch of 
our hands was the brush of fire burning 
through us. But at the same time I think 
both of us knew we shared a kind of love 
that only came once in a lifetime. I guess 
that knowing kept us together when we 
both knew there was a moment when we 
would get lost in each other’s arms. I know 
I held that moment in sleepless nights, 
turning in my bed, achingly aware of the 
slim curves of my slender body, and Dave 
knew the haunting hunger too. 

For several months we kept from break- 
ing by keeping Julie between us. We both 
realized she was terribly sick but some- 
times alone, when Julie was asleep, we had 
a world to ourselves in the kitchen. Some- 
times Dave walked me down by the bay. 
but all the time we were waiting. And, 
when I finally 
mouth 


when the waiting ended, 
found myself in Dave’s arms, my 
clinging his lips, there was no way of 
untangling the weeks and going back to the 
beginning. 

I guess with both of us there was always 
a blurred timelessness to belonging but 
somehow cheating. We took that which did 
not belong to us. To Dave, there was pain, 
but I knew nothing real existed for him 
and Julie. I knew she was not a wife to 
him and, giving him the yielding 
warmth of my body, I closed my eyes to 
what we were doing. 

But Julie knew and the end came on a 
rainy winter night when Dave came home 
late and slipped into my room. In the quiet 
darkness we never thought of Julie being 
awake and Dave had me in his arms when 
I heard a low sound in the room. 

We never did find out how Julie had 
slipped but there was a crazed animal 
hate in Julie’s scream. Cursing and swear- 
ing, she screamed at me and before Dave 


crazily, 


could get up to stop her, she got her fingers 
Spitting with rage, she 
tore at me but, in the end, Dave 
grabbed her, clamping her arms down, she 


twisted in my hair. 
when 


turned her hate on him, yelling that she 
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lidn’t want him to touch her. 

“Go back to her,” she screamed. “I don’t 
want you to have me like that.” 

Somehow, in the end, we got her quieted 
but the bitterness didn’t stop there. In fact, 
ifter I left the house, it was worse for 
Dave. Julie took to drinking even heavier. 
Several times she threatened to kill Dave 
if he tried to leave her but suddenly after 
one of those outbursts Julie changed. She 
stopped drinking. Then just when Dave 
ind I least expected it, she told him she’d 
give him a divorce so he could marry me. 

By then Dave had gone as far as he 
could with Julie anyway. T know both of 
us thought she would be better off without 
him but, at the same time. both of us 


wanted to make things as good as we could 
for Julie. That was why Dave sold the San 
Francisco house. He put that money in 


the bank for Julie and he agreed to pay her 
more alimony than she asked. 

In fact, about all Dave and I kept was 
his boat but, even so, we were uncertain 
that last day with Julie. At that time, the 
divorce was all settled but as small and 
drawn as Julie was she held herself apart 
from us. Even talking to me, there was a 
wall between us, but Julie was surer than 
I'd ever seen her. She told me she was gp- 
ing to visit an aunt she had in Santa Bar- 
bara. Then quietly she said, “I want Dave 
to be happy, Pam.” She turned away from 
me. “I never could be what he wanted. We 
should never have gotten married. I think I 
ilways knew that but it will be all right 
now 

I didn’t get to answer her because she 
didn’t want to be answered and, in the 
end, she walked away, her high heels click- 
ing, the light shimmering on the sheer 
slimness of her slender legs. a_ fading 
breath of perfume. 


\! TER DAVE AND I were married, we 
moved to Altena Bay. Of course 
Dave had to begin all over to get known as 
good sport boat operator but, somehow, 
enting the house, getting all new things 
was a way of erasing Julie from our minds. 
{nd sometimes we did completely for- 
get. For one thing with Dave love was a 
haring that was always new. In his arms. 
zed to him completely and I knew 
nder yielding that was pain and sweet- 

ide one. 


{| through those months Julie kept 


Fy her first letters we knew she had 
yor o visit her aunt. Then, after that. 
mail from Los Angeles, from over 
the border in Tijuana, Mexico, from other 
towns in Southern California. In the let- 
ers Julie never said much, but they always 
pset and finally Dave began to return 
( pened, 
ays said we had to forget. “It’s 
is,” he told me. “And it’s over 
for her too. The quicker she learns to be- 
gin again the better she’ll be.” 
I'd tried to believe that too, but after 


the shooting I knew we had both been 
wrong. Dave knew it too but, at first, when 
I was still crippled with the wound in my 
shoulder, we talked as if we could still 
pretend. But, even when Dave held me 
close. whispering, telling me how things 
would work out, I knew he was lying to 
me. At the same time, I knew there was 
no use in lying. Julie was with us. The 
breath of her waited in the loneliness of 
her room at the Altena Bay hospital. I felt 
her there. Nights I woke up thinking I 
heard her cying and the real hurt I carried 
was not in my slowly healing shoulder. 

The real hurt was Julie. I couldn't get 
free of her and Dave was trapped too. 
Worse, while Julie was still confined at the 
hospital, the police pressed us to sign a 
formal complaint. But I refused. I refused 
to even admit Julie intended to shoot me. 
I said it could have been an accident, but, 
in myself, I knew I was only trying to find 
my way out of the shambles that the three 
of us had made out of our lives. 

Dave wanted things right too but Julie 
wouldn’t talk to him. In the times he went 
to the hospital she turned away from him 
and that was why Dave decided to take a 
quick trip to Santa Barbara. When we 
talked about it, he felt he might be able to 
get Julie settled with her aunt again but, 
in a way, although Dave got the answers 
to some things, we were even worse off 
when he came back. 

At first Dave tried to keep the truth 
from me but, finally, in our bedroom that 
night, Dave said, “You're going to know 
anyway, Pam.” He walked to the window, 
standing with his back to me. Then, clench- 
ing his hands, speaking slowly. he told me 
he’d found out Julie had been in a hospital 
for several weeks. Without turning. he 
whispered, “She has cancer.” 

I waited, afraid to speak but, after Dave 
turned. shrugging hopelessly. telling me 
how Julie’s aunt had told him Julie refused 
to have any treatment, he went on, saying 
he had already been up to the Altena Hos- 
pital to see Julie and talk to the doctor. 
“I faced her with the truth. Pam. She fin- 
ally admitted everything.” He paused. “I 
guess knowing she didn’t have much chance 
of living made her want to run at first. 
That was why we got mail from so many 
places. After that she wanted to come 
home.” Dave looked down at the floor. 
“And home was me,” he whispered. “That 
was why she thought she had to kill you. 
She couldn’t come home while you were 
here.” 

“Yes,” I said. “I see, Dave.” 

There was nothing then. Outside the 
breeze brushed the limb of a tree against 
the side of the house. On the road down 
to the bay, a truck sputtered. Somewhere, 
at one of the neighbors, a television was 
playing loudly. I caught the sounds but, in 
them, walking softly, I heard Julie. I knew 
her running, a year, living alone with fear 
but, somehow, bitterly, the tears spilling 
down my cheeks I couldn’t help whisper- 


ing, “Why, Dave?” Then, looking up at 
him, my voice aching in my throat, I asked, 
“What are we going to do? Oh, God, what 
are we going to do, Dave?” 

The words trembled on my lips. They 
ached in my throat too, but pain didn’t 
change anything. The answers Dave gave 
me didn’t change anything either, but they 
did give me a choice. I touched the choice 
when Dave told me Julie’s aunt had sug- 
gested a hospital in the Santa Barbara 
area. “I don’t think she wants Julie, but 
if we pay the cost she’ll make the arrange- 
ments for us.” 

I clenched my hands, waiting while Dave 
talked over our finances. Then, at last. 
taking a deep breath, he told me we could 
borrow money at the bank. “I guess, if 
we're going to do anything for Julie we'll 
have to make a Joan.” 

He stopped, lifting his hand, running his 
fingers through his hair. I knew he was 
waiting for me to speak but I was trapped 
in myself. Tears blurred in my lashes. I 
was scared for me, scared for Dave and 
Julie but, in the end, I forced myself to tell 
Dave we’d work something out. “Don’t 
worry,” I whispered. “We'll find a way. 
We've got to, Dave.” 

But we couldn’t stop there. Lying side 
by side in the darkness after we’d gone to 
bed, we went over the whole thing again. 
Dave told me what little he knew of Julie. 
There wasn’t much. She’d been reared by 
her stepfather after her mother had died. 
but, when Dave first met her, she was work- 
ing in a department store in Los Angeles. 
“She was always so pretty,” he whispered. 
“But she never wanted me, Pam. Believe 
me. she never wanted to be married at all.” 


HAT NEXT DAY, when we finally 

made our decision, I was forcing mysel/ 
to believe Julie had had her chance. There 
was nothing to be gained by letting hei 
stay in Altena Bay. The closeness of hei 
would only shatter the life Dave and I had 
built but. in the early afternoon, after Dave 
and I had gone to the bank to see if we 
could arrange a loan large enough to send 
Julie back to her aunt, I knew a kind of 
formless fear. The breath of Julie was in 
the whispering beat of my heart but | 
knew it was even worse for Dave. And 
that was why, when we went to the hos- 
pital, | insisted that he let me talk to 
Julie alone. 

Dave felt it was his place to tell her ou 
decision but, after I'd gone into the room 
and closed the door behind me, I knew 
having Dave with me would help none of 
us. Even for me there was too much hurt 
in seeing Julie small like a child, her slim 
body a shadow under the covers. 

I whispered, “Hello, Julie.” 

And, in a way, I tried to hold her apart 
from me with those words but, as she 
turned her head, looking up at me, | 
reached out and touched the tips of my 
fingers to her forehead. Her skin was hot 
and her eyes were shimmering but she 


uv 
gi 


to 


wanted me close. She stirred. pushing the 
covers back. reaching up to close her hand 
over my fingers. 

For a long moment there was only the 
shaded stillness of the hospital room. Then. 
very softly, Julie whispered my name. As 
she did, a tear slipped down her cheek 
but I couldn’t stop her from talking. She 
clung to me, her lips trembling, her voice 
breaking with little sobs, but she got the 
words out. telling the craziness of trying 
to kill me. letting me see the empty lone- 
liness of all the days since that night. 

“I wanted you to come,” she said. “I 
wanted to tell you I prayed to God to for- 
give me.” Then, trying to pull herself closer 
to me, hugging my hand down against her 
cheek, she whispered, “I’m afraid. Pam. 
What is going to happen to me?” 

I had the answer. With Dave I’d worked 
everything out. But the frightened bigness 
of Julie’s eyes held me still, and I knelt, 
listening to soft terror, knowing Julie was 
lost in herself. Like a terrified child she let 
me see the years growing up without her 
mother. Shivering. each word a little dark 
memory of fear, she said, “My stepfather 
turned the lights out at night. He always 
said for me to come to him.” A little shud- 
der ran over her, “I didn’t want to think, 
Pam, but I could never tell Dave why I was 
ashamed.” She blinked her eyes. “I drank 
to forget, Pam, but I got lost after you and 
Dave went away. It’s awful to be alone. 
I don’t want to be alone, Pam.” 

I took a deep breath. Tears were stream- 
ing down my cheeks but I whispered, “I 
know, Julie. Nobody wants to be alone.” 

I guess then, in those words, and later 
when Dave came into the room to be with 
me at Julie’s side, I touched the true hurt 
of my marriage to Dave. And memory was 
hearing Julie as I had heard her that first 
day. She had said I was her keeper, but 
watching her eyes as she looked up at 
Dave, I knew I had failed her and, in fail- 
ing her, I had cheated myself and Dave too. 

Even in whispering that Julie was never 
going to be alone again I could not undo 
the damage I had done. Alone, Julie had 
run until the cancer left her no hope of 
life, and I know when I finally arranged for 
her to come from the hospital to our home. 
I was searching for a new beginning. For 
others there was no way of understanding 
why I cared for Julie in her last days but, 
for me and for Dave, there was no need of 
words, 

Together we came to know the unsure 
girl who had never stopped being a fright- 
ened child. Together we knew her crazed 
moments, the terror of a helpless child 
molested until she hated her own slim 
body. 

But, in the end, watching her die, we 
came close as if Julie had given us back 
to each other. The last brush of her hands 
put my fingers in Dave’s hand and, since 
that time, we’ve kept her close in our 
hearts, praying for her, wanting God to 
take her home and give her happiness too. 


THE END 
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Teen-Age Casanova 


(Continued from Page 19) 


the locker door and heading down the hall. 

“So I'll fix it up with her for you. What’s 
a pal good for if not to help a friend in 
need?” I told him. “You want Joyce to 
start speaking to you again, right? You 
want to date her. right?” I wasn’t sure he 
heard me as we pushed our way through 
the crowded hall but I kept on talking. 
“All we have to do is come up with a plan. 
It shouldn’t be too hard because Joyce is 
a girl and—” 

We were right at the door of our history 


classroom. Pete turned suddenly and 
grabbed a handful of my sweater. “And 


any girl is easy to get, is that it?” he 
snarled. 

“Hey. cool it! 
man!” 

“Yeah, that’s 
wrong. Mr. 
that!” 

“Okay. okay! 
Mrs. Bates looking our way. 
rough stuff.” 


Turn loose the threads, 


what you think. But you’ re 
Wise Guy. Joyce isn’t like 
'°? 


seeing 


I said hastily. 
“Just cut the 


The bell rang just then. “So I was 
wrong about Joyce. I’m sorry, Pete. 
Okay?” 


Just shove me away 
I didn’t see why he 


He didn’t answer. 
and went to his seat. 


should get all hot and bothered, but I 
hoped he wouldn’t stay mad at me. After 


all, Pete was my very best friend. I vaguely 
remember Mrs. Bates saying something 
that day about being out for a few days 
and warning us to behave while the class 
had a substitute teacher. But my mind 
wasn’t on that. even though a sub usually 
meant less homework and a lot less disci- 
pline in the classroom. I was trying to 
figure just how mad Pete was at me. 

When he hurried out of the room with- 
out waiting for me at the end of the period 
I knew he was plenty mad. If it had been 
anybody else. I would have thrown the 
whole thing out of my mind. Why should 
I strain my brain over a guy who was as 
square as they come and a chick who was 
so stuck-up she wouldn’t speak to her own 
self? 

The answer to that was simple—Pete 
was my friend. I didn’t like to see him the 
wav he was, and having him mad at me 
bothered me more than I liked to admit. So 
there was only one thing to do; I had to 
get him and Joyce together somehow. 

I was still trying to figure out a way 
when that thing with the substitute history 
teacher happened. I never claimed to be 
a brain—especially in history—and with 
this other thing on my mind. I just couldn’t 
get with the dates of all those Civil War 
battles. So from the very first day, Miss 
Rowans and I didn’t hit it off so well. 
She’d call on me to answer a question and 
I'd have to stand up and admit I didn’t 
know. 


About the third or fourth day I gave her 
a smart answer when she called on me and 
the whole class broke out laughing. For 
that she made me stay after school. “I’ye 
taken about all I care to from you, 
Charles.” Miss Rowans snapped. “You 
come back here at three-thirty and we'll 
see how funny you are without an audi- 
ence!” She was so mad there were tears 
in her eyes. 

To tell the truth. I hadn’t paid much at- 
tention to her until then. She was only a 
sub, I figured, so what harm could she do? 
She wouldn’t even be around at report card 
time. Because the kids were watching me 
to see how I'd take it, I spent the rest of 
the period sitting there glaring at her. 

I'll say this for her, she wasn’t bad 
looking. In fact, she was prettier and 
looked younger than some of the girls in 
the senior class. I was sure that this was 
her first assignment and that she was just 
as scared of the class as the kids were of 
her. I didn’t have a thing to worry about; 
it would be a cinch to out-bluff her. 

“Well. here I am.” I said as I sauntered 
into the classroom after last period. “What 
are you going to do? Whack me over the 
knuckles with a ruler?” I held out my 
hand to her and grinned. 

“Believe me. if I thought it would do any 
that’s exactly what I’d do!” Miss 
Rowans said. “But I’m not going to let 
you off that easy.” 

“Aw. give me a break.” I said. 

“I'd like to break your neck!” she shot 
back. 

That was a laugh. She was almost a head 
shorter than I, and would have had a hard 
time making 100 on anybody’s scales. “Go 
ahead.” | laughed. bending down. 

She backed away. “That’s enough of this 
foolishness.” she said in a shaky voice. 
“You sit yourself down and write, ‘T will do 
my history homework’ one hundred times.” 

Groaning. I took a sheet of paper and 
sat down at one of the desks in the front 
I had no intention of writing that 
sentence 100 times. but I didn’t know yet 
how I'd get out of it. I sat there chewing 
on the end of my pencil and watching Miss 
She glanced up and saw me star- 
ing at her and it must have made her 
nervous because she jerked her head away 
and began fiddling around with the junk 
on her desk. 

She was acting just like some girls do 
when they notice a boy is giving them the 
eye and they aren’t quite sure what to do 
about it. As I watched her, Miss Rowans 
seemed more and more like a young girl 
instead of the teacher of a class in history. 
Again she caught me staring at her and 
she got up and walked around to the back 
of the room. 

She was quite a dish. I wondered what 
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she was like when she was away from 
school. Did she like to dance? Did she 
have a boy friend? I guessed that she 


didn’t have. For one thing, she got too em- 
barrassed by the way I looked at her. A 
sirl with plenty of experience with boys 
doesn’t let things like that upset her. 
“You'd better stop day dreaming and 
finish that assignment—unless you want to 


go down to the principal’s office,” Miss 
Rowans said, coming up behind me. She 


leaned over to put the blank sheet of paper 
in front of me and accidentally pressed 
against me. She drew back as if she'd 
touched a hot stove. 

I grinned, but said nothing. 
back to her desk and sat there glaring at 
me. There didn’t seem to be any way out 
of it so I picked up my pencil and wrote: 
| will do my history homework—Suddenly 
an idea hit me and I added the words- 
hundred times. I picked up the paper and 
went over to Miss Rowans with a straight 


She went 


one 


face. 

She looked at me suspiciously. “You 
didn’t finish that quickly,” she said, taking 
the paper. 

“T wrote what you said,” 

She looked at what I’d written, 
stood up so suddenly her chair fell over. 
“How dare you!” 


I said casually. 
then 


Her-eyes were blazing. 
she flared. 

“Those were your exact words.” 
innocently. “Don’t you remember?” 

Her hand lashed out and landed on my 
face with a loud smack. It didn’t 
and I think she was as shocked as I was. I 
grabbed her with both hands. Her lips 
were quivering and her eyes were big and 
She must have thought I was go- 
but I wasn’t about to do that. 


I said 


hurt 


round. 
ing to hit her, 
I'd been slapped by girls before and I had 
my own special way of getting back at 
them. 

I pulled her to me and kissed her hard 
and long. When 


limp as a rag doll and gasping. 


she was 
I don’t 
know how long they’d been standing there 
at the back of the room, but judging from 
the giggles that burst from them the two 
girls had seen more Miss 
Rowans’ hand flew to her mouth and she 
sagged against the edge of her desk. 

“Kathy lost her history book,” 
the girls said between giggles. “We came 
back to look for it.” 


let go of her 


than enough. 


one of 


“Yes, that’s right,” said the girl named 
Kathy. 
They looked at each other and started 


backing out the door. “I 
here,” Kathy said, then the two of them 
turned and ran out. I figured there was no 
point in hanging around. so I left, 
Miss Rowans didn’t say a word. 

But the next day she was absent and 
before the lunch period the whole story of 
what had happened the day before was all 
over the school. Of course, the more it was 
told the wilder the story got. By the end 
of the day I was some sort of celebrity. 


I guess it’s not 
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F COURSE. Miss Rowans didn’t show 

up that next day, and neither Mr. 
Marks or any of the teachers said anything 
to me about what happened. I guess they 
thought it best to let the whole thing drop 
since Miss Rowans was just starting out 
1s a teacher and something like that 
wouldn’t look good on her record. 

\nyway, the kids sure made a big thing 
wer it. A few days afterward, some of the 
ellows cornered me in the gym and 
wanted to hear all the details. Right in the 
middle of my story, Pete walked by. “Hey, 
Pete.” one of the fellows called out, 

Chuck is giving us the lowdown on his 
romance with that fine sub! Come on 
vel 

No thanks,” Pete said. “The lowdown 
that joker gives on any girl is too low down 
for me!” 

“Watch your lip there!” shouted Joe. 
one of the group. “Chuck, are you going 
to take that?” 

[ shrugged. “Maybe he’s got a point 
there. You know how you guys feel about 
1 girl who kisses and tells.” 

[ said that partly because I wanted to 
show Pete I still wanted to be friends, but 
it the same time I was really beginning to 
believe what I said. Maybe I shouldn’t be 
ilways beating my gums about all the girls 
I'd had. Maybe Pete was right—it was 
\othing to brag about. 

I’m not saying I reformed in an instant. 
but one thing I knew—somehow I had to 
show Pete that I thought more’ of his 
friendship than I did a dozen girls. All the 
way home I strained my brain trying to 
come up with an idea that would prove my 
friendship. Finally. I hit on it. The senior 
prom was coming up in a few weeks, and 
knowing Pete. he’d go stag, as usual. 

But this time. I'd fix it so he’d have a 
late, the one girl he’d be glad to take— 
Joyce. It was such a great idea that I had 

keep myself from running over to his 
house and telling him about it. Better I 
should make it a surprise, I decided. That 


would be half the fun of doing it. 
[ wasn’t worried about getting Joyce to 


go along with my plan. I’d had lots of 
practice getting girls to do things they 
idn’t want to; it should be easy getting 
me to do something she wanted to do in 

place. For I was convinced that 
the mad Joyce had on would soon go away. 
If Pete had had any experience at all with 
irls he could have kidded her out of it 
long ago. As it was, he was sulking and 
feeling sorry for himself, and it was up to 

to get Joyce to make the first move. 

The minute I got home I gave her a 
jlast. When she heard my voice she almost 
hung up on me. “Ah, don’t be like that. 
Joyce,” I pleaded. 

“I’ve got nothing to say to you, Charles 
Lawson!” 

You don’t have to say anything. Just 
iste! 

She really blew up at that. “I’ve got 
better things to do than waste my time 
like that! You’ve got more nerve than a 


brass monkey, calling me up out of a clear 
blue sky. What happened? Did you lose 
your address book, or have all the girls 
in town caught on to what a big phony you 
are?” 

I let her blow off steam; at least she 
hadn’t slammed the phone in my face. Fi- 
nally, I said. “I want to talk to you about 
Pete.” 

She gave a short laugh. “Don’t mention 
his name to me! He’s just as bad as you 
are—worse. because he trots around after 
you like a little puppy.” 

“You've got Pete all wrong, Joyce,” I 
told her. “I haven’t hung out with him for 
weeks now.” 

“Well, I’m glad to hear that.” She 
sounded not quite so mad. “Maybe now 
he’ll learn to stand on his own two feet.” 

“He has already. Oh, yes.” I said quickly. 
“But he needs some help. That’s why I’ve 
got to talk to you, Joyce.” I turned on all 
the old charm. “Please?” 

She hesitated a moment, then said, “I’m 
sorry, but I’m awfully busy right now.” 

“It'll only take a minute. Look, I'll hop 
right over there and—” 

“Don’t you dare!” she shouted, but the 
tone of her voice gave her away. She was 
curious, and I knew then I had it made. 
“I’m warning you, Charles.” she went on. 
“If you come over here I won't open the 
door. So you can—” 

I didn’t wait to hear any more. I got over 
there as fast as I could. Mrs. Harper an- 
swered the door when I rang the bell. 
“Joyce, Charles is here to see you,” she 
called out. “You may have to come back,” 
she said, turning back to me. “Joyce went 
to her room, complaining of a headache a 
few minutes ago.” 

I had a flash of inspiration. “Tell her 
I'll wait out in the yard.” I said. “I think 
the fresh air would do her good. Mrs. 
Harper.” 

“Perhaps you're right. Charles.” she 
smiled. “I'll tell her.” 

The Harpers had a big swing hanging 
from a limb of an elm tree in the corner 
of the yard. I sat down in it and started 
thinking up a good line to hand Joyce when 
she came. I was sure she’d come since I'd 
given her an excuse. Sure enough, it wasn’t 
long before she showed up, pretending to 
be all surprised when she saw me. 

“Oh, you're still bere?” she said. “I’m 
not feeling well and I thought a breath of 
fresh air might help.” 

I felt like grinning, but I played it 
straight. “Sure, Joyce. Fresh air, that’s the 
best thing in the world for what’s ailing 
you.” 

We started talking and soon she was sit- 
ting on the swing next to me, although she 
still had her guard up. I must say I played 
it just right. I didn’t try to be smart-alecy; 
just natural. It was a real switch for me. 
not trying to con a girl—at least, not in the 
usual way and for the usual reason. 

I took it easy mentioning Pete, just tell- 
ing Joyce what a swell guy he was and that 


she was wrong thinking he let me influence 
him. 

I left soon after that, not wanting to wear 
out my welcome. As far as I could see, the 
visit was a success. Different, anyway. 


ROM THEN ON, whenever I saw 

Joyce I'd put in a good word for Pete. 
but it was hard to tell if she was getting my 
message. The night of the prom was get- 
ting closer and closer, and there were 
times when I was tempted to forget the 
whole thing. 

How would I get Pete and Joyce to- 
gether? I couldn’t just go to Pete and tell 
him to invite Joyce to the prom. He wasn’t 
even talking to me. And even though I was 
sure Joyce was ready to make up with Pete. 
I knew she’d never make the first move. So 
it was up to me. 

I'd always told myself I could persuade 
any girl to do anything I wanted, and I 
guess I believed it. Anyway, I wasn’t about 
to give up. One thing was encouraging— 
Joyce spent so much time with me that all 
the other guys who liked her didn’t have a 
chance. | knew Pete would be going stag. 
so all I had to do was get Joyce there and 
let the two of them get together. 

When I asked Joyce to let me take hei 
to the prom, I was afraid for a minute 
she’d turn me down. But I guess I'd made 
a good impression on her after all, for 
she said yes. I thought it best to wait until 
that night to give her the pitch about 
making up with Pete. 

When I picked her up the night of the 
dance Joyce looked like something out of 
a dream. That gown she wore was really 
saying something! I told her so, but actu- 
ally | was more excited at that time about 
bringing off my plan successfully than in 
how she looked. Thinking about it made 
me feel good; like I was ten feet tall. 

I felt let-down when we got to the school 
gym and [I learned that Pete hadn't ar- 
rived yet. I had the first dance with Joyce 
and. holding her in my arms, it was im 
possible not to think about how sweet she 
was and how nice she looked. Believe me. 
it was hard having to keep reminding my- 
self that I was supposed to be a stand-in 
for my best friend. 

While Joyce was busy dancing with the 
boys who crowded around her, I went out- 
side to see if I could see Pete. It was a 
beautiful night, and the music from the 
gym floated out over the school grounds 
that was bathed in moonlight. 

Then I heard voices coming from the 
parking lot. | wandered over there. Some- 
one called out to me, “Hey. Chuck! Come 
on and join the party, man!” It was Eddie 
Walls, a real wild character. 

“Yeah, we got a bottle, man!” Someone 
else said in a loud whisper. 

“Cool it, fool!” 

Eddie had his old man’s car. There were 
four guys and a couple of chicks inside. 
and the wine bottle they had was making 
the rounds like a collection plate on Sun- 
day. | decided I might as well wait there 
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for Pete to come. | could see anybody ap- 
proaching the school from where we sat. 

When the bottle came around to me, I 
took a drink. I felt I deserved something 
for being so noble. And after the first few 
drinks I felt like a saint. I didn’t get high; 
| just felt good all over. Finally, I saw Pete 
coming. I left the car and caught up with 
him at the door of the gym. 

“Hi, Pete,” I said. “Joyce is inside.” 

“That figures.” he said coldly. “I under- 
stand she’s the latest on your list.” 

I shook my head. “You've got me all 
wrong.” 

“Wanna bet?” He turned away. 

“Listen to me!” I said, grabbing him. “I 
don’t want you blowing this after all the 
trouble I went to for you.” 

Then I told him. Pete was skeptical at 
first, but I kept talking. I swore to him that 
I hadn’t touched Joyce, didn’t even want 
to. I told him it was a shame for him to 
act like a dope when a girl like Joyce was 
just waiting for a chance to be nice to him. 

At last I convinced him. “I'll go find 
Joyce.” he said, “but I still don’t dig. 
What’s in it for you?” 

I smiled benevolently and patted him on 
the back. “We're pals.” I said. “Isn’t that 
enough? Now go on in there and have your- 
self a ball.” 

I headed back to the car. Eddie and the 
others must have gone inside because the 
car was empty. I climbed into the back 
seat and sat there, trying to decide whether 
to stay or go. If I split the scene. then 
Pete would have to take Joyce home and 
that would put the stopper on the whole 
thing. 

Just then, the car door opened and Joyce 
looked inside. 

“Where’s Pete?” I asked. 

“I haven’t seen him,” she answered. 
climbing in beside me. She peered closely 
at me. “Are you all right?” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“Well, that Eddie Walls and some of 
his friends are practically drunk, and when 
I heard you were with them 

I laughed. “No. I’m fine, but—thanks for 
being worried.” I started to tell her to 
hurry inside and find Pete, but the words 
wouldn’t come. Instead. I looked at her 
hard and remembered how she'd felt in 
my arms when we danced. Something 
clicked in my brain. Maybe I was being a 
little too noble. 

Why should I be trying to push Joyce 
into Pete’s arms when it was obvious she 
had a thing for me? Why else would she 
be worried about me? 

I guess it was too good to last; I'd 
strained myself to the limit setting up the 
date for Pete, now it was every man for 
himself. I slid my arm around Joyce. “Let’s 
stay out here a while,” 
some talk for you.” 

She stared at me. 
all right?” 

“I feel great—with you here!” 

[ leaned over to kiss her. My lips landed 


I said. “I’ve got 


“Are you sure you feel 
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on her cheek as she turned away. “I'm 
going back inside,” she said. 
I held her tighter. “Aw, come on. relax! 


Don’t I rate at least a kiss for bringing 
you tonight?” 


Joyce was game: she didn’t yell. but 


wasn’t giving in, either. As we struggled 
silently, my hand caught in the thin 
shoulder strap of her gown. ripping the 


front of it. She gasped and then lashed 
out at me. I pinned her arms and bent over 
her. 

Suddenly, a blinding light stabbed into 
my eyes and Joyce screamed as a gruff 
voice yelled, “Hey. what's in 
there?” 

It was the school watchman. making the 
rounds with his flashlight. He reached 
and pulled me out. Joyce huddled in a 
corner, trying to cover herself up. A small 
crowd gathered to see what all the commo- 
tion was about. I was trying to explain to 
that dope of a watchman that nothing was 
wrong when I[ glanced up and saw Pete 
standing at the edge of the crowd. His lips 
curled as our eyes met. then he turned 
and walked away. 

Well, that ended whatever was left of 
our friendship. I could see that. On Mon- 
day, I was hauled into the principal’s office 
while he did the lecture bit on drinking 
and necking on school property. Then he 
suspended me for a week. 

When I returned to school. Joyce wasn’t 
around for me to apologize to her. Her 
family had transferred her to another 
school, I heard. I honestly felt bad about 
that and was going to say so to Pete when 
I saw him coming towards me in the corri- 


going on 


dor. But Pete grabbed a handful my 
shirt and hustled me into a washroom. He 


was so mad there were tears in his eyes and 
he kept opening and closing his fists. I was 
sure he was going to swing at me. 


“I ought to whip your head till it ropes 


like okra!” “Oh, what a first. 


he grated. 


class rat you turned out to be! I knew al] | 


along how you low rate girls and the rot. 
ten way you treat them, but Joyce—!” 

“Pete, I didn’t! I swear I didn’t!” 
“You can 
happened.” 

“T don’t have to ask her. You've told me 
yourself that any girl is easy to get—even 
nice ones like Joyce.” His voice cracked 
and he let go of me. “I liked her—liked 
her a lot. But you’ve messed things up so 
bad that—” He stopped and took a deep 
breath. 

“Just don’t come near me from now on!” 
Pete said in a low, trembling voice. “Don’t 
speak to me and don’t come near me! 
Otherwise—” He shoved his fist into my 
face, then turned and walked out. 

How’re you going to figure it? You bus 
a gut trying to do a friend a favor and you 
get kicked in the teeth. Sure, I felt bad 
about Pete and Joyce. but I had honestly 
tried to do right for a change. All I ac. 
complished was to give Joyce a reputation 
she didn’t deserve and make Pete my 
enemy for life. 

I’ve had other friends, but none I liked 
as much as Pete. And I’ve known lots of 
other girls, but I can never forget Joyce 
and I know deep down inside that in this 
world there are girls who are not easy. For 


I said, | 
ask Joyce herself if anything | 


some crazy reason, Joyce is the only one | 


who sticks in my memory. Maybe I'll meet 
her again someday—somewhere. 


THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued 


Screaming Jay Hawkins, who has 
had plenty to scream about. including a 
two-year rap for failure to support his wife 
and three children in Cleveland among 
other things, is starting a comeback via a 
series of one-nighters. Jay was known for 
his spectacular stage attire of black shirts 
with rhinestones. blue suits of “peculiar” 
hue. and orange-colored shoes. 

Sammy Davis, Jr., whose tailoring 
and haberdashery 
and weirder than anything the 
one ever featured, what with his pipe-stem 
pants, is plotting a TV series with fellow 
clan member Peter Lawford. The two 
would portray co-owners of a night club 
with Sammy getting in plenty of dancing 
and singing. 

Antoine (Fats) Domino, who picks 
up beaucoup loot on the rock ’n’ roll trail 
and loves to add to his already ample 
weight by carrying it around in pockets, 
never seems to learn. Some slick cats in 


have grown far wilder 


Screaming 


from 


Page 9) 

Texas recently relieved him of about $1,300 
following the payoff of a jam session- 
and it’s happened before. 
Jimmy Witherspoon, 


the great 


—— 


blues and jazz singer. took his sad songs | 


into the plush Dunes Hotel in Las Vegas. 
which was a first for blues cats on the 
famous gambling strip. 

Singing star Brook Benton has a 
big award from his recording company for 
coming up with 7-straight top selling 
singles and 3-top selling LP’s, all recorded 
within one year—his first in show business 
as a performer. Aside from penning his 
own hit songs, Brook has been writing for 
such artists as Nat King Cole, Clyde Me 
Phatter, Peggy Lee and Roy Hamilton. 
Shinbone Alley, the Broadway mu 
sical which starred Eartha Kitt (briefly) 
about three years ago, wound up as a tele- 
vision Play of the Week. The leading man 
from the Broadway cast was on hand. but 
not the sultry Eartha. 
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! Couldn’t Trust Myself With Men 


(Continued from Page 27) 


me like Chet Palmer. I was fifteen when 
[ began seeing him. Chet was a senior, and 
he had a jalopy. But that wasn’t what ex- 
ited me so. It was his handsomeness and 
his devil-may-care ways. After a month of 
lating him, I was up to my eyes in love. 

Jane didn’t approve of my being with 
Chet. She thought he wasn’t solid enough. 
But I couldn't hold out against my excite- 

nent. Just like I couldn’t hold out against 
Chet, 

We'd sit in his car night after night, 

issing and clinging. At first it was just 
kisses. Then gradually it went a little fur- 
ther. And finally it went all the way. 
Neither of us could fight those wild leaping 
fires. We knew we shouldn't, but we simply 

juldn’t help ourselves. 

Right after Chet’s graduation I found out 
[ was pregnant. I was frightened to death. 
[ clung to Chet and told him we'd have to 

et married. Finally I persuaded him. And 

ice we'd decided, Chet got all excited. He 
said he could find plenty of jobs. He 
vanted us to elope and head for the West 
Coast in the jalopy. 

[ hesitated about that. It seemed an 

ful thing to do to Jane. I loved her, 

nd I owed her so much. But I was 
ishamed to have her know about the baby. 
\nd I was so crazy about Chet I'd have 
me to the moon with him if he’d wanted 
to. I eased my conscience by telling 
yself Jane wouldn’t be alone much longer 
she was getting married in September. 

Che drive West was a real lark. As soon 

we got to Los Angeles, I wrote Jane 
i long letter. Her reply was so sweet. She 
tried to conceal her hurt and shock. “Just 
remember,” she said, “whatever happens, 
ou always have a home here.” 

Yes, at first everything was fun. But not 
for long. Chet picked up part-time work 
now and then, but it wasn’t near enough 
to live on. Maybe it was feeling like a fail- 
ure that made him so cross arid moody. 
We began to have awful fights. I was mis- 
erable most of the time myself. I had morn- 
ing-sickness a lot, and my legs swelled. 
rhe only place we could afford was a shab- 
by fourth-floor room, and the stairs were 
igony 

After little Bruce was born—I named 
him for Dad—things got even worse. I 
didn’t know beans about taking care of a 
baby. Cute anud cuddly as Bruce was, life 
was still a nightmare of soggy diapers and 
getting up nights. Chet couldn’t stand the 
bother, so he stayed away half the time. 
Secretly I was just as glad he did. All the 
thrill 'd once felt over him was gone. He 

med anything but handsome and excit- 


g¢ now, 


THE BABY WAS three months old when 
Chet walked out on me. I was scared 
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stiff. At first I swore I'd make a go of it 
alone. But it didn’t take me long to see 
how hopeless that was. After ten days of 
misery I sent Jane a wire. She wired me 
right back, sending me the fare to come 
home and fifty dollars extra. I sat down 
and cried. 

Jane and Willard, her husband. met me 
at the station. She took the baby out of 
my arms and put me right to bed and 
brought me some supper on a tray. Oh 
what a relief it was to eat good food again 
and be in a comfortable bed with clean 
sheets! 

Everything was changed at home. Jane 
had given up her job after she got mar- 
ried, for Willard hadn’t wanted her to 
work. But she’d led too busy a life to 
twiddle her thumbs. So she’d decided to 
take roomers in our big old house. There 
were five of them, all elderly. 

When I got my strength and health back, 
I began to help Jane. I’d have liked to get 
a job. That way I’d have had some inde- 
pendence and a chance for more fun. But 
it didn’t seem the thing. I was still awfully 
young. Since I'd broken off my education 
right in the middle to elope, I wasn’t 
trained for anything. Besides, a big factory 
had opened up in town, and household help 
was hard to get. Then Jane was sick for 
two months. She had a bad miscarriage— 
so bad there couldn’t be any more babies 
for her. 

I'll admit I was pretty bored. Housework 
had never been exactly my dish. And there 
wasn’t much I had to do about Bruce. Of 
course I loved to play with him and fondle 
him, but Jane could take care of him ten 
times better than I could, and she didn’t 
mind a bit. She and Bruce had adored 
each other right from the start. She gave 
him everything he wanted or needed. After 
she lost her own baby, she seemed even 
fonder of him. He always called her 
“Mommy Jane.” 

Running into my old high school gang 
was especially rough on me. I envied the 
good times they were still having. When I 
saw them at the movies or the soda-foun- 
tain, they always asked me to join them. 
But it just didn’t work out. I wasn’t really 
one of them any longer. Somehow the fact 
that I had a baby and was divorced—Jane 
had helped me get that, for desertion— 
seemed to cast a blight over everything. 
And the boys I’d gone with were paired off 
with other girls now. Sometimes I felt so 
cooped-up and restless I could hardly stand 
it. 

I was nineteen when Roy Davis came to 
live with us. Roy was 23, and he’d been 
around a lot. He was a construction work- 
er. Maybe he wasn’t exactly handsome, but 
he had that certain thing that’s much more 
important. He was stockily-built, with wide 





shoulders, and there was laughter and 
mischief in his eyes. 

I knew from the first that Roy found me 
attractive. And I knew something else. I 
knew I could go for him—big. That’s what 
frightened me. The first night he was there. 
my hand accidentally touched his while | 
was serving him the potatoes, and an elec- 
tric thrill ran all the way up my arm. I 
could hardly get out to the kitchen, my 
heart was pounding so hard. I leaned 
against the sink, feeling a hot weakness all 
over me. That night I dreamed about him. 

I hadn’t had dreams like that for a long 
time. I'd been kidding myself that all I 
wanted was fun, not love. After the mess 
with Chet, I didn’t think I could ever feel 
that sort of thing again. Now I knew better. 

\nyway, it wasn’t the same thing at all. 
What Fd felt for Chet was infatuation, kid 
stuff. The longer Roy was with us, the 
more [ knew this was different. It was 
deep and gripping and almost desperate. 
Sometimes in the night I'd feel a wild 
hunger for him that left me shaking. 

That's why I sidestepped him. He had a 
car, and he was always asking me to take 
a ride or go to the movies. I’d have loved 
to get out some more. But I didn’t trust 
myself. If Roy felt half as strongly for me 
as I did for him—and his glances told me 
he did—I knew what it could lead to. I'd 
teetered over the brink of wrong-doing 
once before. I didn’t want to make the 
same mistake again. 

It was two months, in May, before I went 
out with him. There was a dance that 
Saturday at the Masonic Hall. He invited 
me at breakfast. 

His face flushed when I declined. He 
turned to Jane. “Seems your sister thinks 
I’m poison, Mrs. Foster,” he said darkly. 

Jane stopped me in the kitchen after- 
wards. “Why not, honey?” she asked. 
“There’s no need to offend the roomers. 
After all, it’s just a dance.” 

So finally I went—against my _ better 
judgment. 

The dance was wonderful. They’d filled 
the hall with balloons and streamers. Lots 
of my old gang from school were there. I 
had a new dress, white net with a swishy 
skirt, and I felt alive and gay again. But 
what made me feel most alive was Roy’s 
arms around me. 

He was a marvelous dancer. He held me 
close, and we seemed to fuse together with 
the rhythm of the music. He couldn’t let 
anybody else dance with me. When any 
of the boys came up, he either waved them 
off or steered me expertly away. I was 
thrilled that he didn’t want to let me go. 

It was almost three when we got home. 
We drove the car into the dark garage. 
“Gosh,” I said dreamily, “what a wonder- 
ful night. I hate to have it end!” 

“Tt doesn’t have to,” he came back, his 
voice husky. “In fact, it can be just be- 
ginning.” 

He pulled me into his arms. It took me 
so by surprise that I didn’t resist. And then 
his mouth crushed down on mine. 
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It was like a spark to tinder, like a time- 
bomb going off in me. All the longing I’d 
dammed back came up in a wild rush. I 


couldn't think. Recklessly, hungrily I 
strained against him, giving him kiss for 
kiss. 


When our lips finally parted, he gave a 
surprised little laugh. “Wow!” he said. 
“And I thought you didn’t like me! I 
thought you were a cold fish!” 

That did jar me back to myself. What 
am | doing. I thought in panic. I can’t— 
| mustn't. 

But Roy didn’t give me any more time to 
think, He crushed me back to him. And 
the glory-fires roared up in me again. His 
hands caressed my curves. He was whis- 
pering wild, lovely things against my 
mouth. I felt like I was drowning. 

But suddenly the panic was in me again. 
Suddenly I got hold of myself. I was top- 
pling once more into sin. I let out a sob 
and struggled free. “No!” I cried “Oh no 
—please, I mustn’t.” 

It was like a slap in the face to him. 
“Why not?” he demanded. “I don’t get it.” 

“I'm sorry,” I half-sobbed. I knew it was 
really my fault for letting go like that. 
“!—I can’t. I—I know what it leads to.” 

All at once I felt I had to tell him about 
Chet and me. Maybe that would excuse 
me -a little. “My husband—Bruce’s 
father,” I stammered. “I made a big mis- 
take with him. This hurts, but we—well, 
we went all the way too soon. We had to 
get married. And we wound up in hell. So 
you see— I do know what it means.” 

Roy Davis didn’t even seem to be listen- 
ing. But he at least caught my last words. 

“Sure you know.” he said _ swiftly. 
“That’s just the point. Vilma. You've been 
married—so you know what the score is. 
(nd once you've had all that. how can you 
live without it? No divorcee’s a babe in the 
wood.” 

He was reaching for me again, and his 
arms were hard and demanding this time. 
But suddenly all the sweetness was gone 
for me. Those words of Roy’s had driven 
it out. Was that all he thought of me—an 
easy mark because I’d been married? It 
made me feel cheap and sick, somehow. 

I broke away, jerking open the door. 
“It’s late.” I mumbled. “I’m going in.” 

I got to my room before I broke down 
and flung myself across the bed, tasting the 
salt of my tears. Roy’s words still dinned 
in my ears. All my lovely dreams seemed 
to have shattered. 


| AVOIDED ROY the next few days. 

Being there in the house with him so 
close, was torture. I wanted to fling myself 
into his arms, but I fought myself. I 
wouldn’t even answer his pleading glances. 
I couldn't fight myself at night, though. 
I'd lie on my bed. tossing and turning. The 
hours seemed endless. It was agony to 
know that Roy was just a few doors down 
the hall. 

I went over and over it in my mind. 
Could anything be worse than a lifetime of 


loneliness, of emptiness? Now that the 
wild fires had leaped to new life in me. 
could I hold back? I didn’t stop to realize 
that I had other things—a sweet child, lov- 
ing relatives. My heart was so full of Roy 
that I couldn’t think of anything else. 

And yet every time I remembered Chet. 
and the grief and misery that passion had 
plunged me into before, I shuddered. 

I was on the rack. I just dragged around. 
Half the time I was too choked-up to speak. 
And when I did. I snapped at everybody— 
even blameless litthe Bruce. He’d run from 
me, calling “Mommy Jane, Mommy Jane!” 

I knew I couldn’t go on like that. By the 
end of the week I was about to go to pieces. 

On Saturday night, after supper, Roy 
came downstairs and 
shaved. He found me alone in the kitchen. 
There was a strange look on his face— 


freshly showered 


grim and pleading at the same time. 

“Come on.” he said abruptly. “Let’s get 
out of here.” 

I didn’t even stop to stack the dishes. I 
just took off my apron and went. 

We drove far into the country 
there was a big moon. The summer night 
hummed with locusts. Roy Davis parked 
on a deserted road. For a minute we just 
sat there. not saying a thing. Then he 
I went into his arms like 


where 


reached for me. 
somebody starving. 


His kisses burned, tantalized. Between 
them, he whispered: “I’ve been going 


crazy. Vilma. to touch you, to hold you.” 

I was trembling all over. I felt limp with 
longing. But I forced myself to draw away. 
“T’ve been miserable. too,” I choked. “Don’t 
think that I haven’t wanted to be with you. 
I've wanted it so much I can’t sleep or 
eat.” 

“Then—” 

He didn’t go on. but I knew what he 
meant. He meant if I really loved him. 
I'd prove it. 
his words didn’t. He’d pulled me back in 
his arms. and the fire went from his mouth 


And his lips were saying what 


to mine again. 

I didn't see how I could resist. But I 
fought with my last bit of strength. I 
wanted him—dear God. how I wanted him! 
But not like this. 

“No, Roy.” I said. “I’ve told you how it 
I don’t want it that way 
I really love you, Roy.” 


was with Chet. 
again. | 

He smiled. and pressed 
“That's all I wanted to hear, honey, That 
makes everything all right.” 

His hands caressed me, 
almost wild. My mind wouldn’t seem to 
function any more. Maybe it was really all 
right. I thought drowningly. But some part 
of me went on fighting. 

Suddenly let me go. His mouth 
twisted angrily. “I don’t get it, Vilma! 
You just said you really loved me. Then 
why do you hold back. What are you. any- 
way. Just a cheat, a little tease?” 

Panic locked my heart. I knew I'd lose 
him if I didn’t find the right words. And 
losing him would be the end of the world. 

“Oh 


me closer. 


driving me 


Roy 


Roy, don’t you understand?” I 
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pleaded. “That’s why I can’t give in— 
because I do love you. I don’t want just an 
hour or a night. I don’t want you to think 
of me like you said the other night—just a 
hungry divorcee out for adventure. I’ve 
learned the price of adventures. This time 
[ want it right.” 

His eyebrows went up. “You mean get 
narried?” 

[ began to cry. I couldn’t help it. 
What’s so awful about that?” I flung. 

He looked stunned for a minute. “I 
ever thought of myself as exactly the 
iarrying kind.” He ran his hand over his 
“But gosh—maybe I’ve never 
been really in love before.” 

My breath caught. “You really do love 
me?” I whispered. 

“You're darn right I do!” he groaned. 
‘I don’t know what else it could be that’s 
got me going around in circles.” He grab- 
bed me. “All right, honey. If marriage is 
what you really want—well, that goes with 


orehead. 


My heart almost burst with joy. “You 
won't regret it,” I half-laughed, half-cried. 
Oh darling, I adore you! Ill make you 
o happy!” 

It’s strange, now that I think back to it 

we never said one single word about 
Bruce. But my heart was so flooded with 
excitement over belonging to Roy that 
there just wasn’t room for anything else. 


\\ E GOT MARRIED right away. To my 
surprise, Jane didn’t put up any ob- 
tions. She even suggested that we live 
it the house. That was all right with me. 
[ didn’t care where we were if we were 
st together. Nothing else mattered to me 
except Roy. 
He managed to get four days off for our 
Roy could have charmed the 
ls right out of the trees. We drove up 
the mountains. 

We arrived about dusk. We had a can- 
elit wine. Afterwards we 
trolled down the shore of the lake. Roy 
Davis’ I was 
rembling with desire and expectation. 

\fter a while we sat down on a log. It 

so silent. so secluded there. The moon- 
ght on the water was like poetry. Sud- 


eymoon 


dinner, with 


arm was around my waist. 


lenly we were in each others’ arms. Roy 
overing my face with burning kisses. 
iid hear his breath catching in his 
at. | seemed to be choking. myself. 
Oh darling!” I moaned. “Not here— 
get back to the hotel.” 
Why not?” he whispered. “Vilma, I 
wait.” 
fhe longing in me was bursting its 
ds. We slipped down together on the 
The blood 
to roar in my temples. Roy Davis 
whispering beautiful, intimate things. 


soft sand of the beach. 


Ve were caught on a surge of passion that 
! us out of the world together. Over 

houlder I saw the blaze of the sum- 

i00n as we became man and wife. 
still in the clouds when we went 


\ whole new life had opened up for 


me—the life ’'d been missing for so long. 
Gone were the boredom and loneliness. I 
was like a bird out of a cage. 

I wanted to show Roy off everywhere. 
And he was ready for anything. We went 
dancing. We explored new restaurants. We 
slipped off on weekend trips. I'd been so 
starved for excitement. Now I was getting 
it by handfuls. I hadn’t known it was 
possible to be so happy. 

And through it all, beating like a tom- 
tom, was the rapture of our love-making. 
The nights were paradise, locked in Roy’s 
strong arms. 

“You're ail woman,” he'd whisper husk- 
ily, running his hands over me. “And all 
mine, aren't you?” 

I didn’t have to answer. My mouth. my 
body, told him that I was. 

It was like living in a dream. Nothing 
had any reality for me except Roy. Talk, 
plans, the future—there was no time for 
things like that. All I could think of was 
the ecstatic present, the wonderful times 
we were having. 

And _ then that 
changed the whole set-up. Roy’s work was 
finished there and he got a chance to go 
on to Oregon in a month. 

It came as a big jolt to me. I didn’t want 
to go. We were just getting back with my 
old crowd, having such a grand time. Ore- 
gon seemed far-off and strange and scarey. 

“Can’t you find something else here?” I 
pleaded. 

“Look, honey,” he answered, “in my 
business it’s like that. Moving around. It 
always will be.” He took me in his arms. 
“We'll be together.” 

So of course I had to give in. After all. 
being with Roy Davis. having our love. was 
the big thing. 

A funny look flashed across Jane's face 
when I told her. If I hadn’t known her so 
well, I'd have thought it was almost like 
panic. 

“What are you going to do about little 
Bruce?” she asked, 

I looked at her blankly. 
Bruce? What do you mean?” 

“IT mean, do you plan to take him with 
you? Way out there?” 

It had never occurred to me to question 
that. “Of course.” I said 
“Why shouldn't 1? He’s mine.” 

“Are you sure. Vilma?” 


something happened 


“Do about 


automatically. 


She gave me a 
long, level look. “Have you ever done any- 
thing to make him really yours?” 

I don’t know why. but that angered me. 
What a silly question! Bruce 
was mine. We were one blood. one flesh. 
I was his mother. 

Jane was still looking at me. “And will 
Roy want him along?” 


Certainly 


“Of course,” I said again, almost hotly. 
“Roy knew he was getting Bruce when 
he got me.” 

But I felt ruffled after that conversation; 
concerned, even. Roy and I had been too 
wrapped up in each other ever to talk much 
about Bruce. I’d taken it for granted that 
Roy was fond of him. He’s brought him 





toys now and then. But now I wondered. 
Did he have a feeling of responsibility 
about Bruce? I decided I'd better have a 
talk with him right away. 

Maybe I picked a bad time. Roy was 
tinkering with the car after supper, so | 
went out to the garage. It seemed like a 
good chance to talk. 

I came straight to the point. “Honey.” 
I said, “we'll take Bruce right along with 
us to Oregon, won’t we?” 

He didn’t take his head out from under 
the hood. “Sure—if you want,” he said. 

That didn’t help. I wanted to know what 
he wanted. 

I twisted my fingers. “Do you really love 
him, Roy?” 

“The kid’s okay.” 

“Is that all you can say for him?” | 
burst out. 

He did straighten up and turn around 
then. He looked irritated. “Look, hon,” 
he said. “Why make such an issue of it? 
If you want to take him, all right by me. 
But I'd say he’s perfectly happy right here. 
Now be a good girl and let me work on this 
motor.” 

So that didn’t solve anything. I was 
frustrated and perplexed. But at least Roy 
Davis hadn’t minded. I told myself. So I 
began to make plans. The time was getting 
short. 

I hadn’t said any more to Jane. But one 
morning when I was sorting out Bruce’s 
clothes, she happened to come into the 
bedroom. When she saw what I was doing, 
she gave a little start. “So you've de- 
cided?” she said. “You're really taking 
him?” 

“Yes.” I nodded, going on with my work. 

She didn’t say anything. But she was still 
standing there. Finally the silence grew 
so long and so heavy that I glanced 
around. 

It was my turn to start. Jane was lean- 
ing against the door, her face drawn. | 
thought I saw tears in her eyes. 

“Why darling, what on earth?” I asked. 

Her voice came tight. “Vilma, are you 
sure youre doing the right thing? Will it 
be good for Bruce—this sudden change, 
this wrench? He’s such a little boy. And 
I—1I love him so much.” 

I was moved and touched. I went over 
to her and put my arms around her. “Of 
course you love him, dear. And he loves 
You've been wonderful to him.” 
“Then why take him away?” she burst 
“He'd be fine right here. Willard 
and | can take good care of him. He— 
Her tears spilled over. 

It took me aback. 


you, too. 


out. 


I hadn't seen Jane 
ery since the day she lost her own baby. 
\ stab of remorse went through me. 

| drew her over to the bed. We sat down 
on the edge of it, my arm still around her. 
“Now I began soothingly. It 
seemed so strange for me to be comforting 


honey—” 


Jane! 

But she wouldn’t be comforted. Sudden- 
ly she lost all control of herself, “Don’t 
take him away from me!” she cried brok- 


dered. 
ibility 
lave a | 
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enly. “Oh Vilma. I-—-I couldn't stand it. 
He’s like my own child, my very own. And 
he’s all I'll ever have. He’s grown to be 
I couldn’t bear it. Vilma—I 


part of me. 
just couldn't! Life would be so empty 
ithout him. I—I’d want to die! [—” She 


Her sobs stopped her. 
I was literally stunned. Of course Id 
vays known she adored Bruce. But I 
ever realized it had gone this deep. I 
lidn’t know what to say. I stroked her hair 
“There. there.” I said. ‘“No- 
iy wants you to die, dear.” 
Suddenly she jumped up. “I’m sorry.” 
e whispered. “I didn’t mean to break 
wn. Oh Sis. forgive me. It’s just that 
[—” Her tears ran over again. Before I 


ildn’t go on. 


KW ardly. 


suld stop her, she'd hurried out. 
[ was all torn to bits myself. Jane had 
lways been so strong. so self-possessed. A 
ng must strike at her very roots to make 
go to pieces like that. Did I have any 
ht to hurt her so? 
\ly mind churned around for days. I 
| Jane so much. I thought of all the 
irs she’d looked after me, sacrificed for 
| thought of the suffering in her eyes 
at losing Bruce. She’d always been 
good to him. Never tiring, taking all 
responsibility. giving all of herself. 
Could I repay her like this? 
But I thought of other things, too. I re- 
embered holding Bruce in my arms the 
I remembered his 


rning he was born. 

by-lips seeking my breast. 

[ felt all mixed up. But the more I 
thought about it, the more I felt it would 
eally be best, after all. to leave Bruce with 

Just for a until 
and I had a more settled life. Maybe 
change really would be bad for Bruce. 

d maybe-—maybe Roy didn’t truly want 

! remembered how little he’d said. 

Friday night I decided I'd tell Jane my 

ision to leave Bruce the very next day. 
But | rot the chance, thank God. 


‘ 
- 


Ww hile. of course 


neve! 


| [ WAS a busy Saturday for all of us. 
Roy Davis and I were going on an outing 


nday. Labor Day, with two other young 
tuples we ran around with: I'd gone 


lown to the supermarket to get the things 
Jane had left home right after 
breakfast. She had some complicated busi- 

about taxes to attend to at City Hall. 
I'd left Bruce over at Mrs. Hartman’s. next 


¢ d need. 


| hadn’t been fifteen minutes in the mar- 
saw Sally, Mrs. Hartman’s 
eleven-year-old daughter, come running in. 
She rushed up to me. Her eyes were wide. 
Something’s happened to Bruce,” she bab- 
bled 
Vy throat constricted. “What?” I asked 
But Sally was too excited to 


ket when | 


panic. 


ike sense, 
| left my cart just where it was. I began 
[ ran all the way. my heart pound- 


Virs. Hartman met me on their front 
“What happened?” I cried. “Is he 
id? Where is he?” 


“Oh Vilma, I’m so sorry,” Mrs. Hartman 
said. “I Jet him play in the yard. He tried 
to climb the mulberry tree and he—he fell 
out. I think he’s broken his little arm. I’ve 
got him in my bedroom and I’ve already 
called the doctor. But the wee thing’s ter- 
rified. I can’t calm him. He keeps call- 
ing- 

I didn’t hear the rest. I brushed past 
her. My feet stumbled on the stairs. When 
I reached the bedroom my heart almost 
broke. Bruce was huddled against the 
head of the bed. wailing in terror. His arm 
hung limp. 

I rushed to him. “Oh. darling.” I cried. 
“Don’t be scared. Don’t ery—you'll be all 
right.” 

I tried to take him in my arms. But a 
strange thing happened. He jerked away 
from me. “Mommy Jane. Mommy Jane!” 
he sobbed frantically. 

[ dropped to my knees beside him. 
“Bruce, Bruce,” I choked. “Don’t be fright- 
ened, dear. I’m here. Mother's here.” 

But I was wasting my breath. He writhed 
loose from my touch again. He was in 
absolute terror. “Go away!” he wailed. * I 
don’t want you. I want my Mommy Jane! 
Where is she? Mommy Jane!” 

It was like a sword in my heart. Jane 
was all he wanted. all he could think of. 

I let out a little moan of hurt. Then | 
glanced up—there’d been a sound in the 
doorway. Mrs. Hartman standing 
there. Shame burned through me. Shame 
that she’d seen my child’s rejection of me. 
“The doctor’s here,” she said. 

She stepped aside and the doctor came 
in. I stood helpless while he gave Bruce 
a quick examination. “His arm’s broken. 
all right.” he said. “Ill drive him to the 
hospital. But the main thing is to calm 
him. Are you his mother?” 

I nodded. 

“Then who is this “Mommy Jane’ he 
keeps calling for? She seems to be the 
person we need.” 

“My sister,” I said miserably. “She’s 
down at City Hall. Shall I try to reach 
her?” 

“T think it would be best,” he said. 
voice was a little dry. 

I did manage to reach Jane. Of course 
she said she’d come right away. But after 
I hung up I just stood there, leaning 
against the wall. Bruce’s rejection of me 
in his hour of need was like a black cloud 
weighing me down. 

But through the cloud came glimpses 
of light, of understanding. The shock made 
me think clearly and honestly—maybe for 
the first time in my life. 

What had I been doing? What a terrible 
pass I'd brought all of us to! I'd let this 
attachment between Jane and my little boy 
grow into really dangerous proportions. It 
was unhealthy for everybody concerned. 
He’d become like Jane’s own. As she said 
herself, she didn’t see how she could live 
without him. It was just as bad for Bruce. 
too. He’d turned away from his flesh-and- 
blood mother. 


was 


His 


(And why had it all happened? Oh. | 


knew the answer to that. I had to face | 
! 


myself now—my foolishness, my weak. 
ness. It had just been easier to turn Bruce 
over to Jane. Easier for me. I’d wanted 
to be free for fun, for my own interests, 
And now, lately, for Roy. All I'd ever 
thought about was my own pleasure. I'd 
been like that all my life—selfish. imma. 
ture, grabbing at whatever I wanted. I'd 
always let other people take on the real 
responsibilities. No wonder I'd lost a 
mother’s birthright! I didn’t deserve jt, 
I'd never showed one ounce of a real moth. 
er’s concern. Now I'd come to my senses 
too late. 

Or was it too late? Was there still a 
chance to correct this harmful and ab. 
normal situation I’d allowed to grow up? | 
had to try. It was foolish to say I'd leave 
Bruce until Roy and I could get settled, 
That would only make things worse, harder 
to solve in the end. If I was ever going to 
act, I had to act now. I knew it would be 
hard. Please God, help me, I prayed. 

As soon as Bruce’s arm was set and he 
was safely asleep, I talked to Roy. I tried 
to tell him all I’'d been thinking. “I’ve been 
a fool, Roy, ” I ended. “It was crazy even 
to think of leaving Bruce. If you want 
me, you'll have to want him too.” 

My heart was in my throat. I knew | 
was running the chance of losing Roy. But 
I felt a surge of hope at the look that came 
slowly over his face. 

“Gosh, honey,” he said. “Whatever gave 
you the idea I don’t love the kid?” 

“But you never said anything, Roy! You 
were so—so noncommittal.” 

He put his arm around me. “Maybe men 
just don’t put things into words as eas) 
as women,” he said. “And you _ know. 
something happened to me too when you 
phoned me Bruce was hurt. I was scared 
stiff. I couldn’t get here fast enough. | 
knew right then just how much he meant 
to me.” 

I was too happy to say anything. But 
Roy lifted my chin. “Hon,” he said quietly. 
“maybe we've both got a lot to learn. About 
facing up to responsibility. About not liv- 
ing like a couple of wacky kids.” 

The break was even harder than Id 
imagined, Bruce wailed and fought. Jane 
was almost heartbroken. But I talked it all 
over with her. gently and lovingly. I knew 
the real injustice to her wasn’t in taking 
Bruce away—it was in letting her become 
so abnormally attached to him. 

[ pray time will help heal all our 
wounds. I believe it will. And I’m cer 
tainly doing all I can. Bruce is still s0 
young. I know I can win his love—-espe 
cially since I have Roy’s help. We run 
around a lot less now. I guess we're both 
just growing up at last. And in three 
months I’m going to have a baby. I hope 
it’s going to be born here in Oregon. I 
like it here. It’s a wonderful place for 
kids to grow up. But wherever we go. we'll 
be a family. That’s the big thing. Thank 
God I found that out in time. THE END 
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She Wanted My Man 


(Continued from Page 67) 


took care of my man. Only occasionally 
would the old doubts return and I’d won- 
der what would have happened if Tracy 
hadn’t met Gary. Would Mike—? But no. 
I wouldn’t let myself think that way. 

I began trying to do things I'd never 
attempted before. Mike loved to bowl, but 
I'd shied away from it, partly because he 
used to take Tracy bowling and she was 
such a whiz. and partly because of my old 
limp. But finally I tried it, and after a few 
times it was fun. I even ice-skated with 
Mike when the lake froze over during an 
early cold spell. 

At first I missed Tracy. But soon the 
fullness of my marriage filled the void and 
I reveled in my new feeling of confidence. 
Tracy wrote gay, lively letters, yet some- 


times I got the feeling they didn’t ring 
true. My own letters to her were filled 


our new home—the wonder of 
marriage. But Tracy wrote of the people 
they met, the places they went, and her 
references to Gary were fleeting. 

“I miss Tracy so,” Mother fretted. “I 
wish she’d come home for a visit. It 
seems like she would. She’s only a hun- 
dred miles away.” 

“Oh, I suppose she’s busy.” I said. think- 
ing of my own full life that seemed to pre- 
clude the need of other people. But still, I 
wondered a little too— 


with Mike- 


UT THEN it was Thanksgiving. Mike 

and I were to have dinner with Mother 
and Dad, but the night before I planned 
an extra-special dinner of our own—a sort 
of a private celebration because we had 
so much to be thankful for. I was arrang- 
ing the centerpiece for the table—red and 
gold apples—a small, moss-green squash 
~—an era of Indian corn—When the phone 


rang. It was Mother, and her voice was 
happy and excited. 

“Lucy! I’ve just had a letter from 
[racy! She’s coming home for Thanks- 
giving!” 

“Oh, wonderful! When will they be 


here?” 


Some of the enthusiasm drained from 


Mother’s voice as she said, “It isn’t ‘they.’ 
Lucy. Tracy’s coming alone— by train. 
Maybe Gary couldn’t get away—she 


doesn’t say— 

I frowned. Why would Tracy leave Gary 
for Thanksgiving when they’d been mar- 
ried less than three months? Why, I 
wouldn’t have dreamed of leaving Mike, 
even if it had meant missing dinner with 
the folk. 

Mother and I talked a few minutes 
longer, avoiding the question in both our 
minds. Then I hung up and went back 
to my centerpiece. My 


hands trembled 


slightly as I rearranged the fruit and I 
wondered if this private Thankgsgiving for 
Mike and me was such a good idea after 
all. Maybe he’d think it was silly. 


The old feeling of uncertainty crept 
back into me and I stumbled I went 
through the swinging doors into the 
kitchen. 

Thanksgiving dinner, though, was like 
old times. Tracy was thinner. her dark 
eyes slightly shadowed, but she was as 
lively as ever. 

“Marriage looks good on you, Mike,” 


she sparkled. standing on tiptoe to kiss 
him. “I'll bet you’ve put on ten pounds. 
And you can stand it!” 

“Looks like you’ve lost weight.” Mike 
grinned down at her, “and you can’t stand 
it. Even though look great—as 
always.” 

There was a little tightness in my throat 
when I saw the slight smudge of red 
Tracy’s lips left on Mike’s cheek. But it 
wasn’t until the next day that my uneasi- 
ness crystalized into something 
darker- 

I skimmed through my housework that 
next morning, anxious to get to the 
folks so I could spend as much time as pos- 
sible with Tracy before she went back to 
Omaha. This would be our 
talk since we were both married. 
was so much to tell her, so many things I 
wanted to ask. I burst into the house, 
puffing a little. and called. “Hi, Mother. 
Where is every body ‘ge 

“In the kitchen, Lucy,” 
swered over the rattle of pans. 
called from upstairs. 
on up.” 

So I bounded up to the room Tracy and 
I had child- 
hood and found her hanging clothes in the 
closet. I 
quick hug 


you 


colder— 


over 


first chance to 
There 


Mother an- 
And Tracy 


“I'm up here. Come 


shared all the years of our 


gave Tracy’s slim shoulders a 
and then frowned at the luggage 
spread all over the room. 

“What’s all this, Tracy?” I asked. 
“Looks like you brought enough stuff to 
stay a year.” 

Tracy’s hands lowered the scarlet cordu- 
roy dress she held till its hem crumpled on 
the floor. Her dark 
lights subdued. met mine over the 
“T may as well tell you, Lucy. I’m not just 
for a visit. I’ve left Gary. 
down to the canning plant this afternoon 


dancing 
hanger. 


eyes, their 


here I'm going 
to see if I can get my old job back.” 

A little cold knife of resentment 
slivered through me as I stared at her and 
repeated stupidly, “You’ve left Gary?” 
And then, “Oh, Tracy! I’m so sorry! I 
thought you and Gary—What happened?” 

Tracy shrugged, hung the red dress in 
the closet. “Oh, just one of those things.” 
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she answered in a crisp. brittle voice. “A 
marriage that wasn’t made in heaven, I 
guess. 

1 sank down on the bed, an odd, sick 
feeling seeping through my veins. “Do you 
want to talk—tell me about it?” 

Tracy lifted another dress from the suit- 
case. “I'd rather not. Lucy. There’s noth- 
ing to tell. It just didn’t work out.” 

We talked then. while Tracy went on 
unpacking—a halting, forced conversation 
that avoided the thing uppermost in our 
minds. I begged off from lunch, although 
earlier I'd planned to stay. I knew Tracy 
would have to tell Mother and I didn’t want 
o hear or talk about it again. 

But walking home through the sharp. 
1utumn air, I couldn’t help thinking about 
it. Tracy’s marriage was over. She was 
back home to stay. “It'll be wonderful, 
having her around again,” I told myself. 
But the words rattled emptily in my mind 
nd never reached my heart. I stumbled. 
iddenly conscious of my old, almost for- 
gotten limp. 


TR ACY WENT BACK to her job at the 
canning plant and seemed, on the sur- 
face, to be her old, gay self. She didn’t 
date. and so spent a good deal of time with 
Mike and me. She’d drop in for dinner, 
» bowling with us, or to the social affairs 
employees at the canning plant had 
few months. 

| kept telling myself it was good to have 
her back. And it was. Tracy was a person 
who made everything sparkle—except me. 
Somehow she did just the opposite with 

[ began to pull back into my old shell 
gain, dread going out, being with people. 
I'd feel awkward, tongue-tied, and longed 

the minute we could go home and I'd 

e Mike to myself again. 

\s the winter days went by, questions 
stirred in my mind. Why had Tracy left 
Gary? Could it be that she had really loved 
Vike? Had they broken up because of a 
that would have been 
hed up, except for me? Had Tracy 
ved with Gary as second best? If she 


s quarrel 


| could see why their marriage must 
fail. And now that she realized what a mis- 
take she had made, what would she do 
t it? 
[ tried not to Jet myself dwell on it, but 
questions would slip into my mind— 
nk themselves—until they became a part 
haunting my thoughts through the 
my dreams in the night. 


ot me 
la 
Mike noticed my growing preoccupation. 
What’s the matter?” he asked me one 
night when we went bowling with a group 
from the plant and I sat back, refusing to 
bowl. “Don’t you feel well? Your hands 
ire so cold.” 
| shook my head, my eyes following 
Tracy's lithe body as she swung the ball. 
I’m all right. Just tired, I guess.” 
But Mike wasn’t fooled. When we went 
to bed that night he held me tight against 
his hard chest. “Is something worrying 
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you, darling? I love you. I want to help.” 
But the cold inside me contracted my 
muscles. For the first time I couldn’t re- 
spond to the love Mike offered. 

“T’m just not right for a big, fun-loving 
guy like Mike,” I told myself wretchedly 
later. “He gives so much of himself; I 
have so little to give. He should have a 
passionate, warm-hearted girl like— 
like—” My thoughts veered away, not 
wanting to put into words the fear that 
mounted inside me. 

But as the old year turned into the new 
one and I listened to the constant kidding 
and clowning that went on between Mike 
and Tracy. watched them spinning on the 
dance floor at the holiday parties, the fear 
grew so it could no longer be hidden or 
denied, and for the first time I began to 
consciously resent Tracy. She’s always had 
everything. Does she have to take Mike, 
too? I brooded. And once I admitted my 
jealousy, it swelled inside me like a 
balloon, ready to burst at the slightest 
prick. Seeing Tracy and Mike together 
that night at the skating party—my eyes 
pinpointing them like always—was all it 
took. And of course Mike, not knowing 
the weeks of gnawing misgivings that lay 
back of my outburst, was hurt— 


HE GANG THREW a skating party 

the middle of January. I didn’t want 
to go; I just didn’t feel up to a bunch of 
people and I felt so clumsy on skates when 
Tracy was around. And she was going with 
us—as usual. 

Mike skated a round or two with me and 
then I begged off and went to the bonfire to 
get warm. It was only natural that Mike 
and Tracy would enjoy skating together, 
but as I watched them swooping and dip- 
ping like seagulls, a sudden white-hot 
flame seared through me. And when, after 
what seemed to me hours, they finally came 
back and Mike asked me to skate, the fear 
and jealousy that had been building up in 
me exploded. 

“Go on and skate with Tracy.” I 
snapped. “Obviously you enjoy it a lot 
more than skating with me.” 

Tracy stared at me and Mike’s lips tight- 
ened at the startled glances of the people 
near us. He turned heel and 
streaked off up the lake alone. Somebody 
else caught Tracy’s hand and swept her 
off. And then, as if to blanket my anger, it 
began to snow. 

“We'd better beat it back to town,” 
someone said. “This snow looks like it 
means business.” There was a scramble of 
taking off skates, getting to cars. Mike was 
far up the lake so we were the last ones 


on his 


ready to go. 

“T’ll ride back to town with the Mont- 
gomerys, Mike,” Tracy called, piling into 
the car beside ours. “It won’t take them 
out of their way and will save you a few 
blocks.” By then I was so ashamed of 
flaring out at Mike I only wanted to get 
him alone to apologize, so | was glad Tracy 





wasn't riding with us this time. 

By the time we got to the main road the 
blacktop was slick, and Mike, his jaw set 
grimly. was driving a little faster than 
usual. T was watching him, my mind 
searching for words to erase the anger 
from his face. so it wasn’t until the car 
lurched with his violent yank of the wheel 
that I looked up into the glare of head- 
lights of another car slithering around a 
sharp curve ahead. When our car hit the 
telephone pole it was I who was pinned 
behind the wheel, having been thrown into 
the driver’s seat by the same shock that 
tossed Mike clear of the car. And when I 
woke up in the hospital, my legs were 
paralyzed. 

“It’s nothing permanent,” Dr. Graham 
assured me. 

And when Mike came in he said with a 
desperation that showed me how much he 
loved me, “You'll be all right! You've got 
to be!” 


N IKE WAS still at the hospital when 
- 1 awakened next morning. His face 
was haggard with sleeplessness and the 
fear was still in his eyes when he asked me 
about my legs again. 

“Don’t worry, Mike,” I told him. “Just 
go home and get some sleep.” 

“T will, Lucy. But first I’ve got to clear 
up something that’s been worrying me all 
night. I never realized you were—that you 
resented Tracy. What you said out there at 
the lake—well, it made me mad at first. 
But I’ve been thinking: maybe I have sort 
of neglected you lately. I felt sorry for 
Tracy. Whatever happened between her 
and Gary—well, anyhow she’s been so 
alone. She’s a lot of fun, but Lucy, it’s 
you I love! You know that, don’t you? 
Tracy was never more than a friend.” Mike 
finished earnestly. 

“Yes, Mike. And I’m ashamed of snap- 
ping at you like that in front of people. 
Now you go home and get some sleep.” 

After he was gone, I lay there thinking. 
“Yes, Tracy is only a friend in Mike’s eyes. 
Yet! But he doesn’t know Tracy like I do. 
If she decides she wants something—well, 
I wouldn’t have a chance against her. And 
if that something happens to be you, 
Mike—? I shivered. Oh, God! What 
would I do? 

But then I thought of the worry, the 
guilt in Mike’s eyes. So long as I was hurt, 
he’d never—I didn’t finish the thought. 

A week passed. Tracy, Mother, Dad, 
friends—they all came to see me, just like 
when I had polio. But most important 
was Mike’s visits. He came every evening 
and in the afternoons when he could get 
away from the plant. He brought arm- 
loads of flowers, books, candy, a pink, lacy 
bed-jacket. And as I basked in the warmth 
of his attention, read the concern in his 
face. the insecurity that had haunted me 
all winter began to drain away. Lying 
there, surrounded by the tokens of Mike’s 
love, I felt safe. 
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Dr. Graham kept urging me to move my 
feet. “There’s nothing physically wrong, 
Lucy,” he told me over and over. But I 
knew there was because there was just no 
life in my feet. 

After two weeks, Dr. Graham sent me 
home. “Being in familiar surroundings 
may help you regain the use of your legs,” 
he said. 

Mike got a wheel chair. “I only rented 
it, honey,” he said tensely. “You won't 
need it long.” 

It was wonderful to be home. I became 
an expert with my wheel chair. I learned 
to cook, clean, dress myself, everything. 
practically as well as when I could walk. 
My days were full with keeping our home 
sparkling, fixing a good, hot meal for 
Mike at night. Mother and _ friends 
dropped in, in the afternoons, and once in 
a while Tracy came by, but never when 
Mike was home. She was glib and off- 
hand, but my remark to Mike the night 
of the skating party hung between us. 

Each day I tried to move my toes. I 
tried, before God. I tried! Each night 
when Mike came in he would ask if I had 
moved my feet, and each time when I told 
him no, the tragedy in his eyes deepened. 
“Lucy.” he said one night, “do you really 
try?” 

“I do, Mike! I do!” 

“You have to have faith, Lucy. 
have to believe you can walk.” 

Did he think I was faking? “It takes 
more than faith to move paralyzed legs!” 
“You can’t walk if they won't 


You 


I cried. 
move!” 

“You can’t walk if you give up.” There 
was a hard edge to Mike’s voice that 
brought tears to my eyes. “I’m sorry, dar- 
ling.” he said bleakly. “I didn’t mean to 
hurt you. It’s just that life is so pointless 
this way. I want you to be my wife again, 
like you used to. Then we could go out, see 
our friends, do things together.” 

Get out again into a world of people— 
laughing—talking—doing things | couldn't 
do? Tracy—? The tears in me froze: my 
fingers tightened on the arms of my wheel 
chair. 

Mike grew quieter in the days that fol- 
lowed and tired lines appeared in his face. 
Sometimes I longed for the old. fun-loving 
Mike. Then my mind jump to 
Tracy—lithe, beautiful, 
stomach would begin to knot up. But I’d 
clasp the smooth arms of my wheel chair 
and my muscles would relax. 

I don’t know just when I began to ac- 
cept the fact that I might never walk again. 
The realization grew so gradually that 


wi vnuld 


free—and my 


when acceptance came, it wasn’t a blow. 
“There are things worse than not being 
able to walk,” I told myself. “I have Mike. 
We can have a good life, just the two of us. 
in a quiet little world of our own.” 

. . . | wonder how long we could have 
gone on that way, isolated in the small 
cocoon of four walls and my wheel chair, 


if—as always—it hadn't been for 
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T STARTED when Mike began coming 
home late from work. At first I didn’t 
think much about it, even though it was 
the slack season at the canning plant. But 
when it had happened several times, and 
when, now and then. I caught a whiff of 
liquor on Mike’s breath. I began to won- 
der. 

“Ts he stopping off for a drink after 
work? That’s not like Mike. Unless— 
unless—he’s meeting someone—?” And 
the fear that had lain dormant inside me 
since my accident stirred again. But when 
[ asked Mike about it. he just mumbled 
something about a beer with the boys. 

Then one night six o'clock came, then 
seven, and he wasn’t home. I had supper 
ready. the steaks thawed for Mike to pop 
in the broiler. I sat by the front window, 
dressed in a fresh, crisp print. twisting 
my handkerchief. He’s never been this 
late before. Has he had an accident? 1 
worried. No, someone would call. 

As another hour dragged by, my worry 
was replaced with anger. It was bad 
enough for Mike to be “out with the boys,” 
with me waiting alone in a wheel chair. 
But someh 
“the boys.” He wouldn’t stay so late just 


I was sure he wasn’t with 


for that. My anger, twisted and whipped 
by fear, grew until when his car drove 


in about eight I was beside myself. 

“Mike!” I exploded. the minute he 
stepped into the room. “Where have you 
been?” 

“Tracy and I stopped at the Bar and 
Grill. She wanted to talk—” But my mind 
shut him off as though he were a phono- 
graph. Tracy again, | thought numbly— 
hopelessly. Always Tracy! 

Mike slipped out of his jacket. put his 
arms around me. I shrugged them off with 
a small, inert movement. Mike’s voice was 
going on- 

“The other nights I was late I was with 
the fellows, like I said. I want you to be- 
lieve that.” ... But I didn’t . . . “It was 
just something to do to break this deadly 
monotony—” 

Deadly monotony! That's what it was 
to Mike. And to me? Id told myself 
it was heaven having Mike all to my- 
self—safe. But I wasn’t safe! ; 

“Tracy stopped me as I was leaving the 
plant tonight. She wanted to talk about 
you. She saw Dr. Graham today. He 
thinks you have some kind of a psycho- 
logical block—that that’s why you can’t 
walk. Tracy says we have to do something. 
She’s terribly worried—” 

“Tl bet she is!” I snapped. my numb- 
ness cracking. “She fool me! 
She’s just using that as an excuse to see 


doesn’t 


you!” My voice was rising hysterically. 
“Lucy! Stop it! You'll make yourself 
sick!” 


“TI don’t care! I hope I die! You'd be 
glad if I did!” I shrieked. 
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Mike gathered me up in one swoop and 
carried me to the bed. Then he went to the 
phone and called Dr. Graham, who hurried 
over and gave me a shot. I lapsed into 
unconsciousness with the taste of screams 
on my lips. 


T WAS the next day that Tracy came to 

see me. She hadn’t been over for some 
time and I never wanted to see her again. 
But late that afternoon I heard a knock 
on the door. At my listless “Come in,” she 
stood in the doorway, a new, stern Tracy 
that I’d never seen before. I stared at her 
and a jagged knife of fury streaked 
through me. How dare she come here? 
How could she face me after chasing my 
husband? And me a cripple? But before 
| could find words to hurl at her, she 
poke in a voice cold, impersonal. 

“Lucey, I’ve come to tell you something. 
I'm going to take Mike away from you. I 
know that sounds cruel, with you in a 
vheel chair. But it’s no worse—it’s not 
is bad—as what you're doing to Mike. 
Because you’re not just killing his body; 
you're killing his spirit.” 

| gasped. And Mike had said Tracy was 
vorried about me! I’d known it was a 

“How dare you?” I sputtered. 

She went on like she didn’t hear me. “I 
gave Mike up when I saw how you felt 
ibout him. I thought you’d be happy to- 
But he’s not happy. And you’re 
not either. I don’t think you even try to 
walk.” 

“But I do try! I can’t walk, I tell you!” 

“I don’t believe you. You know how 
vuilty Mike feels about the accident. You 
figure you’ve got him lassoed and tied to 
that wheel chair. You’ve retreated from 
life yourself and you’re trying to pull him 
ifter you. ['m not going to let you. I’m 
oing to take him away from you.” 

(nd as Tracy repeated those words, 
staring me brazenly in the face, all the 
pent-up anger and fear in me exploded in 
murderous fury. I have no idea what I in- 
tended to do; I only know I was going to 
lo something. I reachéd my hand toward 
her, and without ever thinking, lifted my 
foot off my wheelchair and took a 


gether. 


tep. 


\/ HEN I came to, I was in bed; Mike 
there, and Dr. Graham. But 
was gone. 

[ put a hand to my aching head, touched 

bandage, and asked in bewilderment, 

What happened, Mike?” 

Mike was at my side instantly. “You 
took a step, Lucy! You moved your feet! 
Oh, Lucy! You’re going to walk again!” 

Dr. Graham explained. “When you put 
our weight on your foot, you fell and 
struck your head on the wheelchair. It’s 
nothing serious. The main thing is that 
you did move your feet.” 

Mike told me that when I fell Tracy 
called him and Dr. Graham, and as soon 
is they came and she found out I wasn’t 
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seriously hurt, she left. “She said to tell 
you she had to catch a train, Lucy. Do 
you know where she’s going?” Mike 
asked, frowning. 

I shook my head. I couldn't figure it 
out. Why was she leaving if she planned 
to take Mike away from me? 

I was haunted all night by the things 
Tracy said, not only her threat, but about 
me dragging Mike down. Was it true? 
Was 1 killing his spirit? If I was, well, 
I didn’t deserve him! Tracy ought to have 
him! 

About ten the next morning the door- 
bell rang and there was a messenger with 
a special delivery letter, addressed to me 
in Tracy’s handwriting. I stared at it. and 
my hands shook as I tore it open. 





Do Not Ask Me 


Do not ask me if I love you. 
Do not ask me if I’m true. 
Time is wasted on these nothings, 
Time I could be loving you. 


Do not ask me why I love you. 
Do not tell me you are true. 

Let me love you without reason, 
If my heart has told me to. 


But, please, darling will you tell 
me, 

Just one time why you love me? 

This could not be considered 
treason, 

Since both of our hearts so agree. 


—lIsabelle McClellan Taylor 





“Dearest Lucy.” she wrote in a jiggled 
script. “I’m writing this on the train to 
Omaha. I’m going back to Gary, and this 
time I swear I'll make a go of our mar- 
riage. 

“Lucy, I’m so sorry about what I said to 
you. But Dr. Graham said a shock might 
jar you out of your paralysis, and I had 
to try the thing I thought would shock 
you most. I’ve felt so terribly guilty, ever 
since the night of your accident, when I 
realized you thought I was making a play 
for Mike. 

“Lucy, I've always liked Mike. but only 
as a friend. I was so lonesome for Gary 
and too stupidly proud to try to do any- 
thing about it; I guess I hung around you 
and Mike too much. I envied you, being 
such a good wife, having such a wonderful 
marriage. Maybe I just wanted to be near 
you so a little of your happiness could 
rub off on me. 

“There’s never been anyone but Gary 
for me. But [ was such a lousy wife. It’s 
taken me all these weeks to see that it 


was my fault my marriage didn’t work. 
Being around you and Mike—seeing what 
a wonderful wife you are—has made me 
realize the truth of something I once said 
to you—a man doesn’t want to marry a 
butterfly; he wants a wife, not a party 


girl! And I’m not going to be one any 
more. Ill learn to be a good cook—a 


good housekeeper—like you. And maybe, 
some day. I'll be as good a wife for Gary 
as you are for Mike. 

“Tm so terribly sorry for all the hurt 
I’ve caused you. I can only hope the risk 
I took yesterday in threatening you pays 
off. and makes up a little for that hurt. 
God bless you and Mike. Lucy, and help 
you to walk again soon. 

With love, always. Tracy.” 


The pages of her letter crumpled in my 
lap as I looked through a blur of tears. 
I should have known Tracy would never 
try to take Mike away from me. Actually. 
she’d never taken anything away from me: 
It had only seemed so because she could 
do everything better than I could. But 
even that wasn’t true! She said in her 
letter that I was a better cook—house- 
keeper—wife! All the time I was envy- 
ing her, she was envying me! I'd never 
dreamed Tracy had reason to envy any- 
body. especially me! 

I picked up her letter again, frowning. 
And as I read it through a second time, a 
new Tracy seemed to come through the 
lines—a Tracy I didn’t know existed. 

And then it hit me: Tracy wasn’t some 
kind of a super-being who could wave a 
magic wand and get anything she wanted 
She’d known  hurt—disappointment—re- 
jection—just like I had! She had ap- 
parently failed as a wife. But she was go- 
ing back to try again. That was the differ- 
ence between Tracy and me. Tracy would 
fight. I had just run. Even this wheel 
chair was a kind of running—escaping 
from a world of competition with others— 
and with Tracy. And suddenly the anger 
—the long jealousy that must have been 
piling up in me for years—drained away. 
Unconsciously I began the slow, hard tor- 
ture of moving my toes. 


TS BEEN a month since Tracy left. 

I’m walking now, slightly unsteady yet. 
but I can walk. Whatever the reason for 
my paralysis, my legs were so weak from 
disuse that it takes a long time to restore 
them to normalcy. 

We had a phone call from Tracy today. 
She sounded radiantly happy. She and 
Gary are driving over to spend this next 
week end with us. And will I be jealous 
when she kids with Mike—envious when 
she keeps us all in stitches with her 
sparkling wit? No, never again! I'll just 
bask in my spotless house, cook a dinner 
that everyone will rave about for weeks. 
and be glad that Tracy is Tracy and I am 
Lucy and that we are both so marvelously 
happy. 

THE END 
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The Smouldering Torch 


(Continued from Page 31) 


brilliant he was at school. I was sure that 
all he needed was our love, and a happy 
home together, to lose any abnormal crav- 
ing for liquor. Most of our crowd took a 
social drink, and I didn’t think Rocky 
drank any more than the rest, so I defied 
my parents and eloped with him. His 
mother helped She sold an insurance 
policy to finance our honeymoon, and as 
she drove us to the train she voiced her 
first misgivings. 

“I do hope.” she murmured in a fervent 
aside to me, “that Rocky’s drinking isn’t 
going to be a problem!” 

I wouldn’t let myself worry—not even 
when he spent most of his honeymoon in 
an alcoholic daze. He'll get over it, I 
kept telling myself. He'll be all right when 
we settle down at home. 

But he didn’t get over He scarcely 
made a sincere attempt to. He refused 
medical help, scorned suggestions that he 
join Alcoholics Anonymous. depended on 
his mother for our living when he lost his 
job, and finally I'd had enough. I felt 
cuilty about breaking up our marriage, but 
I couldn’t take any more. My parents paid 
for my divorce while I went to live with 
an aunt and build a new life for myself. 
I found a bookkeeping job in a cannery, 
and that’s where I’d met Frank. Before I 
married him I'd repaid my parents for the 
divorce, and cleared up the delinquent bills 
Rocky and I had run up during our brief 
marriage, 


OU’RE NOT going to let me down, 

are you?” Rocky asked now, drain- 
ing his coffee cup and getting to his feet. 
“Tl pay you back—with interest 
I get straightened around. Knowing you 
have faith in me would be the biggest boost 
of all—enough faith to stake me to a de- 
cent room where I can clean up and look 
for work.” 

I drew a long shaky breath. “I'll stake 
you to enough to get out of town and look 
for work, Rocky. then you’ve got to leave 
me alone. Wait just a minute.” 

I went to the bedroom where we kept 
our budget envelopes in a dresser drawer. 
There were four tens. two fives, and some 
loose change in the one marked “Extras.” 
I might as well lend the fifty, I decided, 
he wouldn’t come back for more. My hands 
-hook as I reluctantly took out all the pa- 
per money, 


soon as 


replaced the envelope, and 

closed the drawer. I turned to the door to 
find Rocky standing there. his face creased 
with misery, 

“Oh Lu, baby,” he choked, “when I 
think of what I lost when I lost you—” He 
stared at the bed, and I was stabbed by 
sharp memories of the ec stasy we'd shared 
when Rocky was at his sober best. The 


memories were swepl away. however, as I 
recalled the nights of frustration when his 
desire was kindled even though excessive 
drinking had rendered him momentarily 
impotent, 

“Stay out of here!” I told him sharply. 
“T shouldn’t even let you come into the 
house. I know Frank won't like it.” 
«5Does he need to know?” He followed 
me back to the kitchen. “I don’t want to 
mess up another happy marriage for you, 
doll.” 

“You couldn’t! Frank and I are too 
much in love. But I want you to get out 
of town anyway!” 

His eyes filled with tears as he took the 
money. “You don’t know what this means 
to me. doll! It’s a life saver. If you'd re- 
fused to help. I was going to kill myself. I 
didn’t say so—it would have sounded like 
an empty threat—but I'd made up my 
mind. There was nothing left to live for. 
But now there is.” He smiled tremulously. 
“You have faith in me. That makes every- 
thing worth while again.” 

He caught my hands to his lips. and a 
hot tear fell on my fingers as he kissed 
them. Murmuring broken words of thanks, 
he turned and walked blindly out the back 
door. 

My knees shook 
Maybe 


money. 


I had to sit down. 

shouldn’t have loaned him the 
But how could I turn down a hu- 
man being in such need, especially one 
who'd meant so much to me? If Frank 
would just understand, and approve, every- 
thing would be all right. 

I meant to tell Frank that night after 
we'd put Keith to bed. 
the most precious part of our day. 


That was always 
Dishes 
newspaper read, Keith tucked 
away damp-haired and sweetly clean from 
his bath. It was then Frank would take 
me in his arms, his attractively homely 
face softened by love as he said things to 
make a wife’s heart happy. Sometimes 
this led to moments of wild passion, some- 


washed, 


times only to the evening’s activity, whether 
it was playing a game. canning peaches, 

perhaps Frank reading to me while I 
ironed. Whatever we did, it was fun sim- 
ply because we were doing it together. I 
was convinced that ours was a perfect mar- 
riage. 

As it happened. however, I couldn’t wait 
until our precious moments then to tell 
Frank about the money. He came home 
jubilant, waving a twenty dollar bill. He 
hardly took time to kiss me before he ex- 
claimed, “Look at this, honey-girl! A bonus 
for that gadget I worked out to keep the oil 
from running over down at the plant. I 
just did it in regular line of duty, but the 
boss liked it so well he slipped me this 
twenty! What do you think of that!” 
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“I think I’ve got a wonderful husband! 
I bet some day you'll invent something 
that makes us a lot of money!” 

He laughed and gave me another tight 
hug. “This will do for a start—and you 
know right where it’s going!” 

\ly heart jumped as he strode to the 
bedroom. “Frank—” I called, following 
breathlessly, but I couldn’t get the explana- 
tion out all at once, and I'd scarcely stam- 
mered an embarrassed beginning before he 
was staring into the envelope. 

“Where are the bills?” he asked, bewil- 
lered. “There’s nothing here but loose 
change.” 

“That—that’s what I’m trving to tell 
ou, Frank. Rocky was here today. He was 
lown and out—he needed help desperately 

so I loaned him the fifty to—to get on 

feet.” 

Frank tucked the twenty into the enve- 
lope. his movements slow and deliberate. 
He closed the drawer, his face expression- 
less when he turned to me and said in a 

iarded tone. “You gave our TV money 

o the lousy drunk who almost ruined your 


‘I just loaned it, Frank—he’ll pay it 


ick. I'm sure!” 

Did he ever pay a debt? Weren't you 

id his mother the ones who—” 

“That's when he was on the bottle! He’s 
lifferent now. He hit bottom and is on 
his way up, but it’s a tough road. I couldn't 
turn him down, Frank, I just couldn’t! He 

he told me afterward that I saved him 
He’d been that 


from committing suicide! 


liscouraged! 


Frank’s mouth tightened. as if in anger. 


then suddenly he gasped and caught me 
ip in his arms. “I think he has you buf- 


“He 
knows what a tenderhearted darling you 
ire. We'll let it go this time. though if we 


iloed.” he said in a choked voice. 


er get our money back I'll be damned 
urprised. 


et him bamboozle you like that again! If 


} 


But honey, please—don’t ever 


hows up asking for help. send him to 

You don’t owe him a thing—remem- 
ver that! It’s the other way around! He 
you the decency to stay out of your 


If he’s actually reformed. he'll do it!” 


[ WAS such a relief not to have Frank 

ud at me about the money that I truly 
But the next 
Rocky came everything was so differ- 


to do as he wished. 

| was caught off guard. It was three 
later and he came to the front door. 
ug right in as soon as I'd opened it. 
ook. sweetie—look what you did for 
le said, turning around like a model 
He looked as if 
he'd just come from a barber shop where 
d had the works. His suit must have 
made by an expensive tailor and as 

ked his heels in a gallant bow, I 
ioticed the soft, rich leather of his shoes. 
Did you inherit some money?” I asked, 


his face shone like good news too. no 


it a male fashion show. 


longer sick and lined with discouragement. 
The way his eyes sparkled I found myself 
moving closer to smell his breath, beset 
by memories of tailoring and other bills 
I'd paid off in painful installments after 
our marriage dissolved. 

“T really hit the jackpot.” he said with 
glee. “and you needn’t sniff my breath so 
suspiciously—I haven’t been drinking. I 
just had to come back and show my appre- 
ciation, doll. I can’t repay the money vet. 
I’m just getting started, but I wanted you 
to know what a help that loan was. With it 
and some references I wangled from home, 
I landed a job selling office machines. I 
even have an expense account! How about 
having lunch with me to celebrate? The 
company car’s out front.” 

“Oh no, couldn't! It’s time for Keith—” 

“We'll take him along! I like kids. you 
know that! If we’d had a family. our mar- 
riage would have turned out different.” 

He still resents that, 1 thought. remem- 
bering how bitter he used to be. He’d 
wanted children right away. but some in- 
stinctive caution had made me insist on 
postponing them a while—especially after 
the way he drank on our honeymoon. 
Finally I'd given him an ultimatum. I 
wouldn't have a baby unless he joined the 
AA and was cured. When we split up. I 
was torn between thankfulness there were 
no children to be hurt, and the guilty feel- 
ing that maybe he’d have been different 
with a child to consider. 

But there was no use thinking of that 
now. “Keith has to have his nap.” I told 
him. “But I wouldn't lunch with you any- 
way. What would my husband say!” 

He closed his eves and let his face droop 
into lines of sadness. “I just can’t get used 
te your having another husband. It still 
hurts.” 

“You mustn't talk like that! And you 
mustn't Frank doesn’t like 
it at all! So if you want to do me a favor 
in return for the one I did you. just stay 
away.” 


come here! 


He lifted heavy evelids and smiled trem- 
ulously. “It’s a hard thing to face, sweetie 
—but I know I deserve it. I won’t bother 
you any more. But you are glad for my 
good fortune, aren't you?” 

“Of course, Rocky—and 


have lots more of it.” 


I hope you 


He caught my hands. raised them to his 
cheek, then suddenly dropped them and 
cupped my face in trembling palms. “Lu. 
baby—oh my darling.” he whispered on 
a ragged breath. “If you just knew how 
I miss you—how I need you! If you just 
knew how I pray to be worthy. Oh Lu.” 
His kiss was so brief I had no time to 
protest before he turned and felt his way 
to the door, stumbling blindly outside. But 
brief as it was, it lay feverishly on my lips 
as I moved to the window to watch him 
drive away. 

I read the name of the firm on the side 
of the car. It was a firm right in town. He 





hadn’t gone away as I'd asked him to. But 
he must leave me alone anyway! Above 
all, I mustn’t let myself get emotionally 
involved. He’d killed all the love and re- 
spect I'd ever had for him. There was no 
sense to the way my heart kept pounding 
as I went back to the kitchen and got fu- 
riously to work. There was no sense in the 
way his kiss still burned my lips. I was 
happily in love with Frank. and I must 
never forget it for a single moment! 


DELIBERATED all afternoon over 

whether to tell Frank about Rocky’s 
visit. It seemed sneaky not to. Besides, if he 
found out about it later he might he hurt 
and suspicious, wondering if there’d been 
other secret meetings. 

The main thing was to show no emo- 
tion over it, so I kept my voice quiet as | 
told him Rocky had stopped by to report 
that he had a job and would repay the 
monev soon, 

“Why didn’t he wait till he had the 
money?” Frank asked sharply. “I don’t 
want that fellow hanging around!” 

“T told him not to come again. He can 
mail us money orders.” 

“Okay then. Where’s he working?” 

When I told him, Frank scowled. “Right 
in town. Mavbe I’m a jealous fool. but | 
just don’t like it.” 

“He won't bother me again. Frank. I’m 
sure he won't!” 

But of course I wasn’t as sure as I tried 
to sound. and it was no great surprise 
when he drove up in the company car two 
weeks later. 

“Eve brought you the first installment.” 
he said. coming in jauntily when I opened 
the door. “Five dollars on account!” He 
tucked the folded bill in my palm, closed 
my fingers over it and held my hand 
warmly in both of his. “There'll be more 
very shortly.” 

“You—I want you to mail it.” I said un- 
comfortably. easing my hand out of his. 
“There’s no need for you. to come here 
again.” 

“But there is, doll! 
else. 


I haven't anyone 
All I ask is a little morale boost in 
my struggle to make the grade. There’s 
something I need to talk about—a_ prob- 
lem I need your help to solve. Any java 
on the stove, sweetie?” 

I went to the kitchen and switched the 
burner on under the pot of coffee left from 
breakfast. Rock was right behind me. 
breathing down my neck as I glanced out 
the window to check on Keith who was 
playing with some neighborhood children 
in the yard. 

“Sit down, Rocky.” I said, moving away 
from the uncomfortable feeling of intimacy 
his nearness gave me. “I'll give you ten 
minutes. then you’ve got to go. And please 
don’t come back!” 

As he sat there sipping coffee from a 
cup held like a bowl in his hands, I knew 
the problems he discussed were simply an 
excuse to linger. They were inconsequen- 
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tial things about his work which he should 
have been able to settle for himself. 
Finally I told him so. 

“I know, doll. but I need someone to talk 
understands. But [ll 


I don’t want to 


to. Someone who 
mail the next payment. 
cause trouble.” 

As I tucked the five dollar bill in the 
budget envelope I wondered if [ should 
tell Frank about this call or if it would be 
wiser to skip it. As it turned out. I didn’t 
have to make the decision. A nosey neigh- 
bor obliged. I suppose she meant no harm, 
but I could have wrung her neck. She had 
just come across the street to pick her two- 
vear-old child up from our when 
Frank drove in. From the kitchen window 
[ heard her greet him and say, “Are you 
folk going to set up some sort of business 
in your home? I saw that office equipment 


yard 


car here again today.” 

I couldn’t hear Frank’s answer through 
the blood that suddenly pounded to my 
ears. The moment he came into the kitch- 
en. his face grim, his eyes hurt and accus- 
ing, I said, “Rocky came to pay a five dol- 
Jar installment. Frank. It’s in the budget 
envelope. I told him to send the rest by 
mail.” 

He nodded. and his face relaxed a little 
as he said. “That’s good.” But his lips 
felt ‘stiff and unhappy as he laid a brief 
kiss on mine, not at all like the long. whole- 
hearted kiss of greeting I usually got with 
his arms warmly around me. 


Y THE NEXT NIGHT. his kisses were 

back to normal. however. and nothing 
more was said about Rocky for over a 
week, Then I looked up as I was washing 
breakfast dishes one morning and saw him 
leaning on the back gate. Keith was play- 
ing Indian, wearing a bright feathered 
headdress as he galloped his stick horse 
around the tepee Frank had made for him 
with our camping tarp. 

“Hi there. Big Chief.” Rocky said in 
the hoarse, shaky voice he always had 
after a long binge. He looked as he always 
did after a bender, too. Pasty-faced, bleary- 
eyed, shoulders slouched. His hat a shape- 
less mess from being used as a_ pillow. 
his clothes grimy and wrinkled from being 
slept in. 

At Rock’s greeting Keith reined his stick 
horse up at the gate. “Me Little Chief!” he 
said, pounding his chest. “Go ’way or Tl 
tommyhawk you!” 

“Tve got to see your mama.” Rocky said 
wearily. “Ask her if I can come in for 
a cuppa java.” 

As Keith galloped toward the house. 
Rocky came through the gate. I met him 
at the door, sick with discouragement. 
“Oh Rocky! 
made! 
again!” 


After the good start you 
You've slid back to the bottom 


You can thank that husband of yours,” 
Rocky said wryly. “He came down to the 
office and ruined everything for me.” 


“Oh no! Frank wouldn't do a thing like 
that!” 

“You think not? Look, I can’t stand up 
any longer. I just got out of the jail hos- 
pital ward and I’m about to drop. Let me 
come in and talk to you a minute. Please, 
La.” 

I couldn’t turn him down, not when he 
was shaking and pleading like that. He 
stumbled kitchen table and 
sank to a chair. resting his head in his 
hands. I turned the heat on under the 
coffee and asked sternly. “Now what’s this 
about Frank? I can’t believe it!” 

“He came down to the office and told 
me to stay away from you. That was the 


over to the 


day after I came here. The boss heard him 
and started asking questions I didn’t feel 
like answering.” He gazed up at me im- 
ploringly. “You know how I felt. Lu! I 
saw my job going out the window—I was 
so scared and shook up inside I couldn't 
stand it. I had to have a drink, and—” 
his glance fell sheepishly. “You know the 
rest.” 

I knew all too well how one drink led 
to another until they all led to oblivion. 
He probably hadn’t the slightest recollec- 
tion of what he’d done or where he’d been 
between the moment of his first drink and 
the moment he woke up in the hospital 
ward. 

“The boss paid my fine.” he went on. 
running shaky fingers through his hair. “TI 
suppose he took it from pay I had coming 

but anyway. it’s paid. And I think I 
might even get my job back if I go in and 
apologize, and make a better explanation 
of the circumstances. But I can’t 
up like this. I’ve got to look decent again. 
That’s why I 
locked against me until I pay my back 


show 


came to you. My room’s 
rent. I’ve got to get in for a hot bath and 
clean clothing. I’ve got to take this suit 
to the cleaners. It’s a mess.” 

“T can’t give you any more money. Rock 
—you know that!” 

“If you’d just loan me twenty or thirty 
till I get my paycheck! I can’t even go 
down to collect it looking like this. And 
job back—there are 
clothes and stuff. If 
you'll help me this once, then keep your 


I’ve got to get my 
these bills for new 


husband away from me—” 

“He'll keep away from you if you leave 
me alone,” I broke in, trying to make up 
my mind. There was almost thirty dollars 
in the budget envelope now. Dare I let him 
have it? After all, it was partly Frank’s 
fault that Rock had this lapse. Frank sim- 
ply didn’t understand what a narrow and 
shaky ledge an ex-alcoholic clings to in 
his climb back up to decency. He didn’t 
realize how slight a shove it takes to send 
one over the brink again. Surely when I 
explained it, he’d be willing to help undo 
the damage he’d partly caused. 

“Rocky—’” I faltered, “I'll lend you all 
the money I have if you’ll promise, on your 
heart, you won’t come back. Not for any- 
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thine! Ge to the post office and send money 
orders to pay us back.” 
“] will, doll!” He reached for my hand. 
[ll make you an even better promise! 
Ill never touch another drink as long as I 
live: 

\ll the rest of the day I thought up logi- 
al arguments to justify my letting Rocky 
have our money. But Frank scarcely lis- 
ened to them. I’d never seen him so angry. 

‘You had no call to help him again! I 
had a perfect right to tell him to stay away 
from my wife. You couldn’t keep him away 

you're too emotionally involved. You 
have too much sympathy for him—maybe 
ven love, from the way it was beginning 
to look. I had to break it up before he 
hung around long enough to get you talked 
bout and maybe break up our marriage!” 

But if you hadn’t gone down where he 

is working e. ag 

That’s the only place I knew to find 
him! And if a little thing like that could 
end him back on the booze, he’s not cured 

not by a long shot! If he’s joined the 
\A like he told you, why didn’t he call 
on them when he felt an urge to drink? 
Why doesn’t he call on them for help get- 
ting his job back? T'll tell you why! He’s 
not really interested in leaving drinks alone 
or keeping a job! All he wants is to get 
you back! He’s out to bust up our mar- 
and if we aren’t careful. he’s likely 
to succeed!” 

He couldn’t, Frank!” I flung. my arms 
ibout his neck and felt his arms close 
incertainly around me. “You’re the one I 
love. Frank! I wouldn’t trade you for him 

not for the whole world! He couldn’t 
our marriage the least bit if only 
you'd try to understand how I simply can’t 
help feeling for him—can’t help 
wanting to help him overcome his weak- 
ness and make the most of his talents.” 
ure—I know.” His voice was bitter 
ind his arms still failed to hold me very 
close. “You think he’s a wonderful person 
just this one weakness. Well. I have 
a weakness. too. It’s wanting my wife’s un- 
divided loyalty. He’s had plenty of chances 
if he’s going to reform, and he can find 
of other help if he really wants it. 
[ just want you to stay clear out of it. 
s all!” 
“T will, Frank,” I said in a shaky voice. 
Please don’t be mad!” 


riage 


hurt 


sorry 


J 


His arms caught me up tight then, and 


his mouth closed on mine. But there was 
still something hurt and questioning in his 
kiss, and his voice was choked as he said, 
“Tm not mad. honey. I’m just plain 


cared 


J} REALLY MEANT TO keep my promise 

not to help Rocky again. The next time 
» to our back gate I called from the 
ndow that I wasn’t going to let him in. 


ne came 


Phat’s okay,” he said. “I'll just give the 
kid here a fiver to bring in to you.” He 


called Keith over to the gate and talked 
74 


to him for a few minutes in a low voice. 
As Keith started for the house, Rocky 
raised his voice to say, “ "Bye for now, doll. 
There'll be another installment soon. I 
didn’t get my old job back, but I’ve found 
another one and everything’s hunky-dorey. 
I won’t go off my rocker again. I really 
hit bottom last time. If you hadn’t helped 
me up again my body would have been 
found in a bloody gutter the next morn- 
ing. I was at the end of my rope.” 

Remembering how awful he’d looked. I 
could believe that. Yet Frank resented my 
giving the help that saved Rocky’s life. No 
doubt he’d as soon see Rocky dead. Then 
he wouldn’t have to worry about the pity 
I felt for the man I’d once loved. 





Transformation 


The stars seemed merely crystal 
chips, 

The moon just cellophane; 

And I would find no special thrill 

At walking in the rain. 


But since we’ve found each other, 
dear. 

Stars have a wondrous shine; 

While moonbeams weave a fairy 
spell 

About your heart and mine. 


And when we're walking in the 
rain, 

And mist clings in our hair: 

Each little raindrop tells me now 

There’s beauty everywhere! 


—Pauline Booker 





The next time Rocky came with a pay- 
ment, he vaulted the fence and showed 
Keith how to play an airplane and battle- 
ship game he’d brought him. I felt I should 
send him away, yet he was doing no harm. 
Keith shrieked with the joy of combat as 
he caught on to the game, and Rocky’s 
pleasure was evident in the gay tone of his 
voice. Remembering how he’d begged for 
children of his own, I hadn’t the heart to 
deny him this brief contact with my son. 

There was a bad moment that night, of 
course, when Keith showed Frank the new 
game, which he’d set up in the living room. 
“Play it with me, daddy!” he begged. “A 
man brought it and showed me how. His 
name’s Rocky.” 

Frank’s eyes met mine accusingly over 
Keith’s head. 

“He brought another payment,” I ex- 
plained hastily. “I didn’t let him in. He 


sent Keith in with the money. I didn’t 
think it would hurt if he gave him the 
game, sort of like interest.” 

Frank’s face set in hard lines, but he’d 
never argue with me in front of our son. 
His voice was gentle as he took Keith on 
his lap and said, “Let me tell you some- 
thing, Little Chief. Your daddy will buy 
you all the toys you need. I'll let you keep 
this game, but if that man ever brings any- 
thing else. just say. ‘No thanks, I can’t take 
any more presents from you.’ Will you do 
that. son?” 

“Okay. daddy. Look at this B-52 here. 
It’s got a real bomb that comes out!” Keith 
scrambled down from Frank’s lap, so anx- 
ious to show off the game that I doubted 
if he’d heard a word. 

Frank didn’t bring up the subject again 
that night. but when I curled up close to 
him in bed. ready to make love. he didn’t 
respond. He kissed me gently, but that was 
all. as if a doubt weighed so heavily on 
his heart it crushed his ardor. 

“IT didn’t really break my 
Frank.” I murmured pleadingly. 

“Maybe not. if you want to split hairs,” 
he said dryly. “But Rock broke his, and 
he always will. Didn’t he promise to mail 
payments and not come back? He reminds 
me of the camel in an old story my mother 
used to tell. You know, the one about the 
Arab who let his camel put its nose in 
his tent to get out of the sun. Then the 
camel wanted its head inside, then its neck 
and front legs—until pretty soon the camel 
was clear in, crowding the Arab outside.” 

“Tt won’t be like that. darling. Rocky 
swears he wouldn’t spoil our marriage for 
anything.” 

“TIL bet!” Frank’s tone was hurt, yet 
edged with sarcasm. 

“He couldn’t, anyway.” I said firmly. 
“T’d never take him back—even if I didn’t 
have you. All that bothers me is that I’m 
afraid maybe I didn’t try hard enough to 
save him when I had the chance.” 

“That’s silly!’ God himself couldn’t save 
a man like that. so how could you! Oh 
honey, you’re such a baby in some ways!” 


promise. 


He took me in his arms then and his 
kisses spelled forgiveness with every 
breath. Soon they took possession of all 
my senses. and for the time being Rocky 
was forgotten. 

But later in the night. after I awakened 
from my first relaxed sleep. I got to think- 
ing about the stormy life I’d lived with 
Rocky. His mother was always saying that 
if I'd remain loving and patient I’d be his 
salvation. But I couldn't. When he was 
unreasonable I'd fly off the handle. When 
he came home drunk after promising never 
to touch another drop, I’d lose faith in 
him. I knew alcoholism is a disease, yet 
I was inclined to treat him more as a de- 
linquent than as a sick man. If I’d been 
stronger, more insistent on medical care, 
keeping him assured of my love, maybe he 
could have overcome his weakness. I was 
sure he truly wanted to. 


dn’t 
the 


1e"d 
son. 

on 
me- 
buy 
eep 
ny- 
ake 


do 


are. 
ith 
nx- 
ted 


1er 


It was that kind of reasoning that made 
it impossible to send him away curtly when 
he came with another payment for me and 
a book for Keith. At Keith’s request he sat 
in the yard and read the book to him until 
the child became restless and wanted 
Rocky to play cowboy with him. I couldn't 
help thinking. as they cavorted around the 
vard. that Rocky was even fonder of chil- 
dren than Frank. 

Keith didn’t mention Rocky’s visit this 
time—or the next week either. I wondered 
if he'd sensed the tension between his par- 
ents over the first gift, and was smart 
enough to keep quiet. I didn’t like the 
idea of conspiring with him to keep a 
secret from Frank, yet what would be 
gained by telling Frank when it only 
caused discord? I couldn’t bring myself 
to deprive Rocky of the weekly visits in our 
backyard when they seemed to do him so 
much good. So it went on week after week, 
except for the few weeks when Rocky lost 
his job and had to find another one. 

Finally the day came when he brought 
“Aren’t you going to in- 
9? 9 


the last payment. 
vite me in for a cup of java to celebrate? 
he asked so wistfully that I didn’t protest 
when he opened the door and came on in. 
Keith was playing over in the next yard, 
so Rocky brought his gift in and laid it 
on the table. 

“T wish I could give you something, too,” 
“but I suppose it would only cause trou- 
ble?” 

“Oh yes—you mustn’t! Anyway your re- 
habilitation is the only thing I want from 
you. You really are cured, aren’t you?” 

“Absolutely, my sweet! At least, I’m off 
the booze for good. But of course I'll never 
be a whole man without the wife I love.” 
He moved closer, his eyes holding me mo- 
tionless as he stared into mine. 

“Rocky, there are other women—lots of 
fine girls who’d—” 

“Not for me, doll. I’m a one-woman 
man. Once a woman’s mine before God, 
she’s my wife forever—no matter what 
legal gobbledegook is supposed to break 
it up. In your heart you must feel the 
same. That’s why your faith has kept me 
steady all this time. If I had your love 
too, I could reach my highest aims. Oh 
Lu—darling, baby—I need you so...” 

I tried to escape, but my back was to 
the oven door, and against his broken- 
hearted cry of need, I couldn't struggle 
roughly enough to push him away, When 
he caught me close, it wasn’t just an ap- 
pealing man’s arm around me, his passion- 
ate kiss a flame on my lips. It was all the 
memories of intimacies shared, of prom- 
ises made and broken, then tearfully made 
all over again. It was the thrilling hopes 
that had been blasted to disillusion, then 
revived time after time. It was the smoul- 
dering torch of love that had never been 
extinguished, but kept alive in its ashes 
by the warmth of pity and a hot sense of 
my own guilty failure to save him. 











“This make-up base helps my skin problem” 


**Like most teen-agers, my skin gets 
oily and I have trouble keeping my 
make-up looking fresh. But now that 
I use Black and White Vanishing 
Cream as a make-up base, I have no 
trouble Make-up goes on smooth, 
and stays fresh looking’ 


lens Me 


Washington, D.C 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times— without bothersome retouching 
© Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 
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VANISHING CREAM 
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8100: Fieur De Lis. Short 
feathered effect all around 
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EASY TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE 
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For a long. frenzied moment | gave in 
to a shaky response. sobs choking my 
throat and makine every nerve quiver. It 
was the sound of Keith’s laughter over in 
the next yard that brought me to my senses 
ind gave me the strength to thrust Rocky 
iwa\y. 

“Get out!” T cried furiously. “And don’t 
ie back! T befriended you out of pity 

| had no idea vou were low enough to 
take advantage of it like this! Don’t ever 
think vou can break up my marriage to 
Frank! He’s ten times the man you'll ever 

and T love him with all my heart! Your 
and _ stay 


lebt is paid now, so get out 
His face went ash white. For a moment 
[ thought he was going to pieces as he 
[ really meant what T said. Then he 
ned and stumbled out in the blind way 
he had. groving for the door. T hated to 
hurt him so viciously. but T had to make 
him understand. once and for all. there 
ild never be anything between us again. 
rank had been right from the begin- 
| reflected. sinking into a chair at 
the table. I should have refused Rocky’s 
first request, He was like that camel after 
(nd the way I'd had to turn him down 
this morning probably hurt more damag- 
ingly than if I’d threatened to call Frank 
or the police the day he first appeared, 


J DIDN'T REALIZE how much damage 
had heen done, however. until about the 
iddle of the afternoon when J heard a 

ommotion out on the front porch. T was 


in the kitchen catching up on some iron- 
ing while Keith attended a birthday party 
di the block. My first thought was that 
the whole party must have come racing 


front door. T ran 
through the living room and flung the door 
The sereen was latched. and Rocky 
there kicking and pounding on it. 
He was roaring drunk. 
Ya better let me in!” he cried thickly. 
in't lead me on then turn me down 
was nothin’ at all to va! I’m va hus- 
id! Tt says so on a marriage stiff-stiff— 
ite—an’ IT don’t b'lieve in divorce!” 
He ed against the screen. still pound- 


to bang on our 


Listen to me. Rocky.” T said in the 
t. calmest voice IT could command. 
I'm locking all the doors. and (ll give vou 
tly one minute to get off the prem- 
If you’re not gone I'll phone the po- 

| mean it!” 
wouldn’t do that!” he whimpered. 
He quit pounding the screen. and pressed 
his face against it so his nose and mouth 
were flattened as he stared in at me. “Il 
go hack and play with the kid. He’ll—” 


Keith isn’t home! 


" 
him fe 


If he was. I'd keep 
ked inside with me. If vou don’t 
t e to call the police. get moving 

| shut and locked the door. then ran to 

I the back doer too. When T came to 


ont window I saw Rocky getting into 
fairly late model and I wondered 


where he'd gotten it. I didn’t wonder long, 
for it was such a relief to see him drive 
away that I drew a great. trembling sigh 
and went back to my ironing. 

From past experience I figured Rocky 
would keep on drinking now until he 
landed in jail or the hospital. Tt was the 
old pattern. A disappointment. a drink. 
and the rehabilitation of months was de- 
Frank must be right—it was a 
hopeless situation. 

About fifteen minutes later my doorbell 
the one 


stroved. 


rane and a neighbor was there 
whose little boy was having a_ birthday 
party. 

“I'm worried. Lu,” she said. “Did Keith 
come home?” 

“Why ne! Isn't he 

“And you didn’t that man after 
him? The ore who visits him in the back 
yard now and then?” 

“Oh no! Did he—” 
pound. 

“Then vou’d better phone the police. 
The children said the man came into the 
front vard where they were plaving and 
told Keith vou wanted him home right 
awav. Keith went in the car with him!” 

“Oh no—oh dear God no!” T moaned 
breathlessly as T ran to the phone. My 
hand shook so T could hardly dial, but T 
got the number and managed to report 
what had hanpened. giving as accurate a 
description of the car as T could remem- 
her. Then I phoned Frank. but by then 
T was sobbing so T could hardly talk. 

“Hold everything.” he told me in a firm. 
calming voice. “Tl be right home.” 

Mv neighbor was wringing her hands. 
hlaming herself for not keeping a closer 
watch on the children. “Ud just gone into 
the house to dish up the ice cream.” she 
kent saving. 

“Tt wasn’t vour fault—not a bit!” I 
choked back my sobs so T could reassure 


send 


My heart began to 


her. “It was all mine! If only T hadn’t 
let him keep coming around. TI should 
have known that sooner or later Now 


there’s no telling what he may do. On a 
hinge he’s is irresponsible as a lunatic! It 
would be just like him to get revenge 
by—” 

The possibilities of what he might do 
were too frightening to think about. I 
must have been in a state of shock all that 
night as I have but the vaguest memories 
of talking to the police. to neighbors, to 





Frank; drinking coffee someone kept mak- 
ing for me: remembering all the horrible 
things Rocky used to do when he was 
crazed by drink. The time he jumped off 
the pier and some men in a fishing boat 
had rescued him. The time he'd climbed 
the courthouse tower and dangled from the 
hour hand of the clock. The night he got 
hold of enough gun powder to shoot can- 
nonballs out of the old historic cannon in 
the park. What would he do at the wheel 
of a car—alcohol in his blood. vengeance 
in his heart, and a small boy at his side? 

Just keep my baby safe. T prayed. Tl 
never be so foolish again! If I'd felt guilty 
because I couldn’t save Rocky from himself 
during that turbulent year of our marriage. 
I felt a thousand times more guilty for not 
guarding a precious. innocent boy from a 
man who couldn’t be trusted. 

I must have habbled about all 
things aloud. for IT remember Frank held- 
ing me close. telling me not to keep scold- 
ing myself. it only wore me out and did no 


those 


good. The police were doing everything 
possible—we mustn’t go to pieces— we 


must hope and pray. 


T WAS almost morning before word 

finally came that Keith had been found. 
Road blocks had been set up, patrolmen 
had searched diligently, but when Keith 
was picked up he’d been hiking wearily 
down a mountain road all by himself. Fol- 
lowing the road further. the police found 
the car Rocky had been driving. It had 
missed a curve and crashed into a tree. 
Rocky was slumped in the seat. almost 
dead from loss of blood. his chest crushed 
by the steering wheel. It was like a mivr- 
acle that Keith. relaxed and resilient, had 
escaped all but minor injurv. He was sound 
asleep when they brought him home. 

“We had him checked over at the hos- 
pital.” the officer said when he put Keith 
in my “He’s bruised and cut up. 
but with good care he'll be all right. The 
other fellow will survive too, but he'll be 
confined for some time. First in the hos- 
pital—then there are some pretty serious 
charges against him, including theft of 
that car. T doubt if he'll have another 
chance to bother vou for years.” 

“He'll never have another chance.” | 
said. and that was my sincere promise to 
Frank as T put our sleeping child in his 


arms. THE END 


arms. 





What Every Young Girl Should Know 


(Continued from Page 13) 


ural, normal part of life you won't be em- 
barrassed each time it occurs. 

“Some girls prefer to pamper themselves 
during this time, and others feel a slight 
discomfort. The physical aspects of men- 
struation may pose a problem for some 
girls. They may notice little signs of tired- 
ness. blues. tenderness at the breasts or 
bloated feelings around the middle. and 


worry needlessly over them. Little twinges 
or crampy feelings give them an excuse to 
take to their beds or miss out on fun and 
sports. 

“Menstrual cramps are not normal, but 
mild cramps are often caused by constipa- 
tion. poor posture and not enough exercise. 
Severe cramps may indicate a problem re- 
lated to the menstrual process and such 
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eases should be brought to the attention 
of a doctor.” 

“[ never wanted to tell Carol,” Mari- 
anne said, but frequently I’ve been out of 
circulation because of cramps. What can 
I do for them, Lin?” 

“Good menstrual health,” 
“is closely related to good health and 
positive mental attitude, Exercise, proper 
diet and regular elimination are 


answered Lin, 


impor- 
tant in preventing cramps. Eat lots of fresh 
fruits and vegetables, go easy on sweets 
and drink plenty of water. 
portant, so stand erect so that your organs 
get the right support. Get enough sleep. and 
more than anything 


Posture is im- 


be sure you exercise, 
else. this will help to prevent cramps.” 

“How active can I be during my pe- 
riod?” asked Carol. “I feel perfectly fine 
but I see some girls who 
even 


do absolutely 
nothing. in fact, some refuse to 
bathe!” 

“This again,” commented Lin, “depends 
on the individual. During menstruation 
you can and should keep on doing what 
you are in the habit of doing. You will 
soon know your limitations, and for heav- 
en’s sake do bathe! 

“A favorite old wives tale is that bath- 
ing or water is dangerous at this time. But 


doctors’ advice for cleanliness sake is to 


Just make sure the water is not too 
too cold. For the most part, let 
common sense be your guide. 

“It’s very important that you bathe and 
shampoo your hair, especially if you nor- 
during 


do su. 


hot or 


mally do. for you perspire 
this time. 

“Since exercise is important for general 
health, it should be a daily habit 
with no time out for the menstrual period. 
such as basketball. rid- 
ing and skating are all right if you’re used 
to it. If not. 
easier on the day you have the most flow.” 


more 


good 
Vigorous activities. 


don’t. or you may want to go 

“Both of us have one final question,” 
chorused the girls. “When does menstru- 
ation stop or will we go on for the rest of 
our lives?” 


“As a 


“when women approach 45 or 


general rule.” Lin continued. 
50 years of 
age. menstruating stops. This time in a 
woman’s life is called the 
‘change of life.’ 
"| hope I have 


baffling questions girls.” Lin smiled. “If 


‘menopause.’ or 
answered most of your 


you ll always remember that no two girls 
are ever alike and that menstruation is a 
natural part of life. you will realize that 
for embarrassment.” 


THE END 


there is no cause 





We Knew Our Child Was Going To Die 


(Continued from Page 38) 


tributed to Marcita’s death. Who knows 
about such things? But I think Walte: 
does because he began practicing as never 
before and working in a manner 
never seen. 


I have 


“A couple of months ago I went to New 
York and watched Walter working at the 
Five Spot, a jazz spa. He went into a drum 
solo and played as never before. He did 
things that I didn’t even know could be 
done on drums and he played like there 
would be no tomorrow, as if everything he 
had to say must be said right now. Sud- 
denly I was frightened. What. I wondered. 
would happen to my husband if he could 
not play his drums? Then, for the brief- 
est part of a second he looked over to 
where I was sitting and a tight smile 
played around the corner of his lips and 
somehow I knew everything was all right. 
that Walter’s promise to play for his baby 
had not been an idle one. 

“I think our loss has helped us in many 
ways though. Certainly two people can not 
go through such a trying situation and not 
be closer together for having done so. And 
musically it has helped Walter and given 
him. new purpose, At first after Marcita 
passed away I decided we would have no 
more children, I was afraid they might 
suffer the same fate as Marcita and I didn’t 
feel T could go through that again.” 

“Yet,” mused Walter Perkins. alone in 
his Brooklyn room, “God must be a just 
God. He took Marcita but he gave us 


Rochelle. 


there 


Sure | still see Marcita standing 
her crib waiting for me to come 
and tickle her and I can still see her 
full head of hair and her tiny hand curled 
around my big finger. But you know it 


You know 


home 


doesn’t hurt so much any more. 
she’s in Heaven, don’t you? 
“T still remember down on my 
knees and praying when the doctors first 
told us Marcita would 
ber praying the doctor was wrong. 
know it 
And that is that a man has to have hope 
It taught me 


‘ad up and smiling even 


getting 
not live. I remem- 
But you 
taught me something about life. 
even when there is no hope. 
how to keep my he 
when I was crying inside. 
“But erying did not rid me of my hurt 
from 
there 
sorrow. And it’s a 


and so I decided to let my tears 


through the end of my drum sticks, 
I would express my 
funny thing, something you may not un- 
derstand. but 


on the stand 


sometimes when up there 
and the cats are feeling right 
and cooking. something happens to me and 
I began to play way over my head and 
ideas come as if from nowhere and I do 
things I have never done before. It is as if 
I draw on some great reserve or as though 
is helping me and I get in a 
before. And 
wv keyed up 


feel good and soothed 


somebody 
been in 
when it’s over ’m not tired. 
or anything. I just 
and satisfied. Now don’t laugh. but I won- 
der sometimes if that could be Marcita.” 


THE END 


groove I’ve never 
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GIRLS! 


WIN THE MAN YOU LOVE — 
MAKE HIM YOURS FOREVER! 


Why sit home alone at night—waiting for the phone call 
that never comes? Enjoy the thrill every woman craves— 
the romance that can be yours, Learn how you too can 
WIN and KEEP the man you love! 


HOW TO WIN and HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains confidential advice that a great Love and Marriage 
Expert has given to thousands of women, all reduced to a 
simple set of rules—an easy formula that you can use to 
WIN YOUR MAN. 


FRANK, CONFIDENTIAL, DETAILED INSTRUCTIONS 
IN PLAIN, EVERYDAY LANGUAGE 


ANSWERS YOUR QUESTIONS 
Courtship, Lovemaking and Petting . . . How far 
dare I let him go... If you are a woman who has 
made many mistakes . .. The times, the places and 
the way to say **NO’’ .. . The Man I Love Has a 
Wife . . . How much of the Past should I Tell... 
Danger Signs . . . Things a Man Should Never Know 

» Plus much more—tested advice for adults only. 


















10 Day FREE Trial — SEND NO MONEY 


Just send your name and address today, On delivery de- 
posit only $1.98 plus postage with your postman. Use for 
10 days on our UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE: You must 
be more than delighted, or your money back. 

SENT IN PLAIN WRAPPER 
SAVE MONEY! Send $2.00 with order to save shipping 
charges. Same unconditional] Money Back Guarantee. 


LARCH, 118 EAST 28, Dept.716-A NEW YORK 16 


cM Wanted 
Popular, Rock & Roll, Country & FOR 
Western, and Sacred Poems need- 
ed AT ONCE! Send YOUR POEMS BBS ia\"ii ve). (es) 
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today for prompt FREE EXAMI- 
NATION AND APPRAISAL. 


SONGCRAFTERS, StudioIN 


6145 ACKLEN STATION, NASHVILLE, TENN. 


Woman Tortured 
by Agonizing ITCH 


"I nearly itched to death for 7'; years. Then I 
discovered a new wonder-working creme. Now 
I’m happy,” writes Mrs. D. Ward of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 

amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
a Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 


‘With God 


All Things are Possible!’ 


Are you facing difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness, Success 
and ‘‘Good Fortune’ in Life? If you have any of these 
Problems or others like them, dear friend, then here 
is wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new hap- 
piness and joy. Just elip this message now and mail with 
your name, address and 25¢ to cover postage and handling. 
We will rush this wonderful 














ith to you Li Return FREE 
“absolutely FREE! We 
will also send you this FREE 
GOLDEN CRO for you to 
keep and treasure! “ 
Life-Study Fellowship GOLDEN 
BOX 5208, NOROTON, CONN. cross 











RUINED 


WOMAN 


Maybe I have nobody to blame but myself, but I 


don’t look at it that way. The way I see it, 


every man I ever met tried to take advantage 


of me—one way or the other. All my life, 


men and trouble meant the same thing to me 


~t )MEWHERE in that maze of grinning. 
"smirking male faces that haunt my 
iory should be the one; the one guy, 
he one lowdown, devil of a man who made 
what I am today. Which one was it? 

Or was it all of them? 
Maybe if I search those faces slowly, 
by one, along with their sins, I can 
pick the right one: the man to blame for 


thing. 
That first face there, the one with the 
leep lines and weather beaten, leathery 
e, is my father’s. Not a bad face 
if you don’t look too hard trying to find 
significant character in it. Father 
was good, but he was weak. 
He smiled most of the time; a friendly. 
I guess that was his 
he was too easy-going. 
Don’t worry the girl to death Dora,’ 
yuld tell my mother when the sub- 
)f boys or dates or what took me 
long to come home from school came 


easy-going smile. 


by 


up in my house. I couldn't have been 
more than twelve then, and I appreciated 
father being on my side. Not that I really 
needed him or anybody else to defend 
me. There wasn’t anything to defend. God 
knows we kids could have spent the whole 
day just gabbing, like we did. Especially 
us girls. It took a long time to get all of 
the gossip out at the end of the day, so we 
stretched out the trip home from school as 
much as possible. If we had really hurried, 
we could have gotten home maybe twenty 
minutes or half an hour faster. So the 
time didn’t really matter much. 

As for boys, we were just learning about 
them. They were a new and wonderfully 
interesting discovery, and most of our talk 
about them was just silly, girlish prattle. 
We didn’t even know what we were saying 
half the time. 

And dates, they were something that the 
older girls had and the younger girls were 
dying to have, only the younger ones were 


really afraid to, as much as the boys were 
afraid. But we lied to each other about 
going out with boys, especially the older. 
popular boys. Some of our mothers over- 
heard a lot of this silly stuff and got a 
little worried. But it just wasn’t so. 

I guess mothers do have a right to 
worry, though, and to ask questions about 
those things and to find out what their 
daughters are really doing. It’s just that 
they make it sound like so much is going 
on with their insinuations and all that 
sometimes you just taunt them for a gag. 
And when your father sides with you, well. 
what else is there to do? 

“Candy is going to be a fine girl.” my 
father would always tell mother when shc 
was giving me the third degree. “You 
don’t have to ask her a lot of questions. 
Sure she has a lot of fun with boys. 
Shouldn’t she? And I bet all those boys 
are crazy about you, too, aren’t they, hon- 
ey?” he would say, putting his arm around 
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my shoulders and squeezing me a little. 
“Baby, you'll never have to worry about 
a thing in this whole wide world,” he 
would promise me, “Not as long as there’s 
a man still alive somewhere in it.” 

I was really too young then to ever 
think about what father said. I just knew 
he was good-natured and light-hearted and 
didn’t have a mean bone in his body. 

“I’m a lucky man!” he would exclaim 
to his friends on Saturday nights when 
he invited them in to drink beer. He 
would take the men in the kitchen and 
they would sit around the table drinking 
and laughing and talking about their 
troubles or triumphs at the steel mills 
where they all worked. 

“So I said to the foreman,” one of them 
would say, “ ‘If you know so much about 
firing this damn furnace. grab you a shovel 
and get the hell to work.” 

Or another would moan, wiping the beer 
foam from hardened lips: 

“How can a man support a family when 
they won’t let him work but three or four 
days a week? Always layin’ a man off. 
How can he live?” 

But father always worked, and he al- 
ways had his friends and his beer. He 
would throw his shirt collar open and drink 
until the sweat tumbled down his neck. 
When he went into his “I’m a lucky man” 
routine, he would wave his arms around 
our shabby. four-room apartment with a 


grand gesture as if he was telling some- 
body to survey the magnificence of the 
Grand Canyon. 

“Sure. it’s not much,” he would growl. 
“but the rent is paid and I’m up on my 
furniture installments. I’ve got an old heap 
out front that rattles and groans but it 
gets me where I’m going. And I got Dora 
and the prettiest daughter in town. I work 
and I break my back, but I'm a lucky man.” 

Father hardly ever went to church and 
he might have been lax about my own 
upbringing. but he had his own set of rules 
about right and wrong. Still, he was too 
easy on me, always ready to take up for 
me, no matter what. 

“Jonas, this girl isn’t going to be worth 
a dime if you don’t quit spoiling her.” 
mother would warn him. “You take up for 
her now, but you can’t take up for her 
always.” 

“I'd rather spoil her than to nag her to 
death all the time like you do, Dora.” 
father said one day. “I swear, you two 
get along just like a pair of cats. You're 
mother and daughter, but you're just like 
a pair of wild cats. You'll never get along. 
And as for taking up for Candy, maybe I 
can’t do it always, but I'll do it until the 
day I die.” 

The day he died was a week later. He 
was on his way to work early one morn- 
ing with a jalopy full of steel workers when 
the brakes went out on his old rattletrap 
and it crashed into a trailer-truck. Father 
was thrown out of the car and killed in- 
stantly. A couple of other guys in the front 
seat were pretty well banged up. but the 


others got out with just cuts and bruises. 
Under the circumstances, father wouldn’t 
have had it any other way; he wouldn’t 
have wanted anything to happen to his 
friends. 

I was fifteen then, young, headstrong, 
and developing so fast toward womanhood 
that I didn’t realize what was happening. I 
had never really been overly affectionate 
toward my father. even though he pam- 
pered me. But somehow, when he was 
killed, I thought I had lost the only friend 
I ever had. And yet, mother was right; 
father had spoiled me. He had set me up 
for the sort of trap I was going to run 
into later. 

When I finally came out of the shock 
of father’s death. it was with a kind of 
fierce determination that I was going to 
prove myself to be somebody, that I was 
going to get more out of life than he had 
gotten or had been able to give mother. 
I was Candy Evans. and just like father 
had said. I was better than anybody. 


HERE’S ANOTHER face I can’t see 

now. It’s young and wide-eyed with big. 
flopping ears standing out on each side of 
it like flags waving in the breeze. The 
face is dotted with adolescent pimples. 
and the hair up above it is a little too long. 
The face is a composite; it’s all the faces of 
all the boys in high school when I was six- 
teen years old. I guess they took up where 
father left off. only in a different sort of 
way. In the classrooms they wrote notes 
telling me I was pretty. They whistled 
when IT walked down the halls and carried 
my books after school. After dusk in the 
park on Sundays. or in the movies, they 
tried to paw and kiss me, but they didn’t 
have much luck. A time or two. a couple 
of the special ones kissed me and it was 
pretty nice and I kissed them back. But the 
feeling didn’t last. so I never let them kiss 
me but once or twice and then I started 
treating them like I did all the others. Boys 
were interesting and useful, but I didn’t 
like getting mauled and drooled over, 

Mother was working now and I was 
keeping house. We didn’t fight as often 
as we used to, but then we didn’t have too 
much to say to each other either. Yet. 
father’s death had naturally brought us 
closer together. And our fights had never 
been serious from the beginning. It was 
sort of like a war of nerves or wills. A 
cold war. I guess you would call it now, 
never really heating up. 

When I was chosen high school queen 
my senior year. mother was truly happy, 
although she had her misgivings later on 
when friends, on the basis of the school 
honor, convinced me to enter a local press 
photographers’ beauty contest. But I en- 
tered and won. There I was, “Miss Photo- 
flash” at seventeen. My picture was in 
Negro newspapers across the country and 
magazines picked it up. Reporters sighed 
over my 35-22-35 measurements, and they 
spoke glowingly of my “coffee-and-cream 
complexion and silken, black hair.” Father 


One guy thought he had 
it made when I agreed 
to come to his place. 


But I took my mother 


must have smiled in his grave. If the news- 
papers were right, I was as beautiful as he 
always said I'll be. 

But having a good figure and pretty face 
creates problems of its own. Some of the 
photographers thought I should have been 
everlastingly grateful for the honor they 
had paid me and for getting my picture 
spread all over the nation. It was only fair 
that I should show my appreciation, a few 
of them hinted. Of course. that same few 
had been hinting that I should show it even 
before I was chosen, just for insurance, so 
I wasn’t surprised when they made passes 
at me afterward. One guy thought he had 
me all set up when I agreed to meet him 
at his studio-apartment one night to pose 
for cheesecake shots. You should have seen 
the look on his face when I brought my 
mother along. 

Eventually, my minor triumphs led to a 
belief that fame and fortune could best be 
achieved through my looks. I began study- 
ing modeling and dancing after high school 
graduation. and worked part-time in a 
department store. I was waiting for my 
chance to come along. I thought I saw it 
when Tom Dawson’s Harlem Nocturne 
Revue came to town. 


HE OPPORTUNITY was bigger than I 

thought. Tom Dawson had seen my pic- 
tures in the papers when I had won the 
“Miss Photoflash” title. and was looking 
for me even before I got a chance to call 
him. Tom was tall, just a bit thin, with 
broad shoulders, wavy hair and a face of 
handsome sensitivity: a face like many 
others, to be remembered. I wondered if 
he went with all the girls in his show like 
people said he did. 

But if Tom was a wolf, there was nothing 
in his manner to show it when he sent 
word to me to meet him at the theater 
where the show was playing. 

“You’re just as pretty as those pictures 
made you to be,” he said when we met 
backstage. “You’ve been taking modeling 
and dancing lessons, right? Are you any 
good?” 

“Well, I don’t really know,” I blushed. 

“Honest, too, huh? Suppose we find out. 
How about coming down here for a tryout 
tomorrow morning before the theater 
opens?” 

“All right,” I said uncertainly. “But are 
you sure I look all right. I mean, with these 
clothes and all on—” I stammered, think- 
ing of the movies I had seen where the 
girls always had to lift their skirts so a 
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‘When you walk out that door, Candy, don't ever 


come back,’ Mother warned me. ‘Thanks,’ I told 


her, ‘I knew, deep down, your love was real’ 


producer could see as much of their legs 
as possible. Tom must have read my mind. 
2 Seas ie 

“Listen, doll,” he said, “a guy doesn't 


have to undress a girl to find out if she’s 
got a figure, despite what a few guys in 
show business might insist. And besides, 
that dress you're wearing isn’t hiding 
much. Anyway, we'll see enough tomor- 


row. You'll have to wear leotards or 
short 

[ blushed again, now thoroughly embar- 
rassed. The dress I was wearing was no 
accident. It was the slinkiest, lowest-cut 
thing I owned, and I had worn it deliber- 
ately. | mumbled something to Tom about 
the time I was to show up the next day 
and then got out of there as fast as I could. 
[ thought I heard him laugh as I left. 

At my tryout the next day, which con- 
sisted mostly of working into some routines 
with the showgirls who were rehearsing, I 
didn’t knock anybody out, but I managed 
to keep up with some of the girls who had 
been with him all season, and I knew I 
could do even better. 

Well [om said after it was over, 
‘youre not exactly Katherine Dunham 
ind I don’t think Janice Collins has to 
worry about competition from you down 
at the Met. but you'll do nicely with us. 
With your looks nobody would especially 
notice if you had two left feet. How old 


irly eighteen.” 

When you make it, let me know and 
we'll take you on. Here’s a card where 
you can reach me through an agency, no 
matter where I am.” 

Why do I have to wait until I’m 
eighteen? What’s wrong with me now?” 
[ asked impatiently. ; 

Honey.” Tom said, stretching out his 
irms to place one hand on each of my 
shoulders, “with your baby face and grown- 
up figure, I wouldn’t be responsible for 
you at seventeen for all the tea in China, 
not unless your mother came along with 
you and [| can’t afford to pay her travel 
fare. So run back home, get mama to tell 
you all about the birds and bees, and when 
you're eighteen I'll feel like bringing you 
ut on your own without my conscience 
tickling my backbone at night. Now be a 
good girl and scram out of here, will you? 
We've got a show to do.” 

(nd that was Mr. Tom Dawson: cool, 
ficient, not much of a wolf, but so matter- 
of-fact that I wanted to spit in his eye. 
Only I couldn’t. He was going to get me 
out of that dingy four-room apartment 
where I had spent all of my life. 

Mother, of course, would not hear of it. 
She said show business was worse than 


hell itself, and that no daughter of hers 
was going to parade naked on stage before 
a house full of men. 

“You’ve never listened to me before,” 
mother shouted, “but you'll listen to me 
now or else I wash my hands of you once 
and for all.” 

“It’s like father always said,” I told her 
coldly, “we’re just a couple of wild cats. 
You love me and I love you, but we'll never 
get along. We'll always be at each other's 
throat. I’m sorry, but that’s the way it is.” 

On my eighteenth birthday, I sent Tom 
Dawson a wire. His reply came back air 
mail special delivery. I was to join the 
show in three weeks in Atlantic City. When 
I started out of the house with my bags to 
catch the train, mother spat out the words 
that hurt most of all. 

“When you walk out that door, Candy,” 
she said, with tears in her eyes, “don’t ever 
come back.” 

I had to fight back an urge to cry myself, 
but [ couldn’t let her win, even now. 

“Thanks, mother,” I retorted, “I always 
knew that down deep, your love was real.” 

I slammed the door and walked out. The 
sound of mother’s heavy sobbing followed 
me down the hall. 


HE LIFE of a chorus girl in Tom Daw- 

son’s Harlem Nocturne Revue was both 
glamorous and disillusioning. The glamour 
came early. What made it was the wonder- 
ful freedom of being away from the con- 
ventions and rules of home. You had a 
boss and you had shows and appointments 
to meet and trains to catch and never 
enough time of your own, but still there 
was wonderful freedom. Freedom, primar- 
ily from parents, which, to a teen-ager, 
seems to be the most precious freedom 
of all. 

There was the applause, too. The kind 
that makes the rafters ring when the house 
is full and, if it’s a night club, the men are 
drunk. And there were pretty but imprac- 
tical costumes, the dinner invitations— 
some with strings attached and some with- 
out—the good hotels (which made you for- 
get the bad ones) and the thrill of earning 
$75 a week—pretty good for a green new- 
comer like me. It’s only much later that 
the disillusionment sets in. You notice that 
the night clubs lose their splendor in the 
cold light of day when you can see how 
beaten out some of them really are. You 
realize that the pretty costumes are just 
too skimpy outfits for the moment: that 
the dinner invitations with strings attached 
begin to quickly outnumber those with no 
strings; that drinking whiskey at night 
after the last show makes you feel like a 
dog the next morning: and that the $75 


paycheck doesn’t make you a wealthy 
duchess. 

Even the travel itself can get to be a 
bore. Living out of a suitcase, often in 
third rate hotels in some towns, squeezing 
in laundry, hairdressers, cleaners and such 
between shows, staying up all night to be 
with the gang and sleeping all day gets to 
be pretty hectic after a while. 

A couple of things, however, didn’t 
change. They were both men. One of them 
was Tom Dawson. The nearest he ever came 
to making a pass at me, despite what I 
had heard, was when he kissed me on the 
cheek one evening after a particularly good 
performance. 

“Your dancing is improving, honey,” he 
said. “You'll be one of the best in the line 
before long.” 

“When do I get out of the line?” I asked 
him, trying to make it sound like a joke. 
yet with enough emphasis to let him know 
it wasn’t. 

“That depends on you,” Tom said. 

There it is, I thought. Here comes the 
pitch, the “you-be-good-to-me-and-I’ll-be- 
good-to-you” routine. I was so busy fram- 
ing a scorching reply in my mind that [ 
almost missed Tom’s next words. 

“It depends on how hard you work and 
learn and train, Candy,” he was saying. 
“In this business, about all it takes to get 
in is enough physical equipment to short- 
circuit a man’s nervous system, which isn’t 
too hard for the average girl to do anyway. 
But after that, she’s got to go for herself 
with all the talent and will power she’s got. 
If she’s got anything more inside her than 
being a chorus girl, it'll come out.” 

I was almost dumbfounded. After a long 
silence, I put my hand on his arm. 

“Thanks. Tom,” I said. “Thanks so very 
much.” 

But if I was wrong about Tom, I wasn’t 
wrong about that other face that never 
changed; the dark, comical, perennially 
laughing face of Bubbles Johnson, the 
show's comedian and road manager. He 
gave me the rush act, the “Baby-you-ought- 
to-be-in-pictures” business. I was the great- 
est thing to hit show business in a decade. 
he said. I was going places, he said. With 
the right connections—including his—I 
could become another Eartha Kitt, he said. 
Bubbles said a lot of things, including 
“Why don’t you come on up to my room 
after the show and rest a while.” 

When he convinced Tom to let him use 
me as a foil in part of his comedy act. giv- 
ing me a chance to stand out a little more 
in the show, he thought he had it made. It 
was a corny old thing where the girl thinks 
the fellow is an escort arriving from an 
escort bureau and the feilow is really the 
ice man. It turns a few innocent lines into 
a pretty vulgar situation. I went along 
with the act only because it gave me a 
chance to be on stage more. Besides, | 


could handle Bubbles Johnson. 


"THERE WAS another face, though, the 
‘light one topped with the curly hair: 
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that one was a different story. The face 
belongs to Bobby Haywood. You know, the 
crooner who was the darling of the sloppy 
shirt-and-old blue jeans set a few years 
back. He isn’t too popular now, but at the 
time our show was brought in to back him 
up in Baltimore, he was one of the hottest 
properties in the rhythm and blues field. 
Well, just about every girl in the show 
flipped over Bobby. Even the chorus cap- 
tain, Shirley Williams, made a few passes 
at him. But from the way Bobby reacted, I 
gathered there must have been times in the 
past when they had been pretty chummy, 
and now he was interested in something 
new. Pretty soon, I got the idea, too, that 
I was it. 

Shirley added to my suspicions one day 
when she remarked: 

“Well, I guess the rest of the girls can 
toss in their towels as far as Mr. Bobby 
Haywood is concerned. It seems he’s taken 
to robbing cradles.” 

“Don’t be silly, Shirley.” I snapped de- 
fensively. “Bobby isn’t interested in me. 
And if he is, I wouldn’t exactly call it rob- 
bing the cradle. I’m eighteen.” 

“Sure.” Shirley replied, giving a sarcas- 
tic grin, “and old honeyed tonsils is thirty- 
five. Don’t let that baby face fool you. He’s 
the -type that never ages. physically or 
mentally.” 

The jealous ring in Shirley’s voice wasn’t 
hard to see through. so I decided the best 
thing to do was ignore her. But is wasn’t 
easy to ignore Bobby Haywood. who was 
always handy with a dinner, drink or movie 
invitation. I was terribly flattered, and 
more than a little eager. After all. he was 
quite a guy. 

So we went to dinner and for drinks and 
to movies. Bobby was witty and reasonably 
well-mannered. But after a week slipped 
by. he began to apply the pressure that I 
knew was coming. It was easy to figure. 
Spending money on a girl for a two-week 
courting spree was too innocent. too mean- 
ingless for a sophisticated guy like Bobby. 
He expected to collect on his investment. 
and his gig was running out. In another 
three days, he’d be back in New York for 
a record-cutting session. and our show 
would be plunging further South. 

The end came with sudden swiftness and 
brutal fury. It was after an all-night drink- 
ing party on our last night in town that 
Bobby made his biggest effort. He had 
tried to pour everything down me from rum 
to vodka, and out of pure defiance, I drank 
more than I should have. But I guess I was 
determined to show him he couldn’t get me 
drunk enough to take advantage of me. 

That was the funny part about it. I had 
enjoyed Bobby’s company. But I knew all 
the time what it was leading to, and I 
didn’t intend for that to happen. Maybe it 
was because I didn’t really want to. Or 
maybe it was because it was what my 
mother had expected to happen at the first 


opportunity, and [ was determined to die 
first. At any rate, the trial by fire included 
my accepting for the first time Bobby’s con- 
stant invitation to go to his room with him 
for a final drink as the party broke. We 
needed another drink like the Pacific 
Ocean needs another bucket of water, but 
off we went. 


A\ J7HAT HAPPENED after that is kind 
" of hazy in my mind as to exact detail. 
But I remember a drink and a couple of 
cigarettes and a few kisses and then Bobby 
fumbling and trying to maneuver me to the 
bedroom. I guess I was liquored up just 
enough to tell him in no uncertain terms 
that I wasn’t going for that. That’s when 
he began raging. 

“Why, you little gold-digger,” he snarled, 
clenching his teeth, “what do you think is 
so special about you? I can have any girl 
in this troupe for free. what do you expect 
to get?” 

“T got just what I expected.” I snapped 
back. “Thanks for nothing.” 

I started for the door. Bobby reached 
for me and I pulled away. He lunged for- 
ward, grasping only my dress near the 
neckline and ripping it down the front as 
I spun farther from him. Bobby cursed as 
he stumbled over a chair. banging his knee 
and shin. I looked quickly at my torn 
clothing. then lashed out with the flat of 
my palm as hard as I could. The slap 
caught Bobby flush on the cheek. His yel- 
lowish face turned crimson. contorting in 
anger and disbelief. 

At that point, I guess if Bobby had had 
a gun in his hand, he would have shot me. 
Had he had a knife. he would have cut me. 
But he had only his fist. so he hit me as 
hard as he could. I saw the blow coming 
and turned to run. It caught me on the 
arm near the shoulder, the force of it send- 
ing me reeling across the room against the 
door. I grasped the doorknob to stand up 
and it turned in my hand. Realizing I was 
about to get a real beating, I made use of 
that door and stumbled into the hallway. 
Bobby leaped after me. but luckily, as he 
reached the door a crowd of gaily-chatter- 
ing people rounded a corner, heading for 
one of the nearby suits. Bobby was in no 
condition at that point to face his public, 
and he was still sober enough and rational 
enough to realize it. He turned, cursed. 
and stepped back into his suite. I hurried 
past the startled looks of the crowd and 
ran to my room, 

When I awoke early that evening after a 
deep and rather troubled sleep, I made a 
few unpleasant discoveries. For one thing, 
Bobby’s lunge that ripped open my dress 
had also left long, thin fingernail marks on 
my bosom, not easily hidden, considering 
the clothing we wore. Secondly, my arm 
was tremendously sore, and adorned with 
a large blue mark the size of a fist—an- 
other easily visible sign. Lastly, and this 
I learned from Bubbles Johnson later that 


Guilty or not, it was 
no use trying to tell 
what really happened 
with Bobby that night 


evening, Bobby had caught a plane for New 
York, but not before leaving the impres- 
sion around that he had succeeded in strip- 
ping me of my virtue in his hotel suite after 
the party. I was furious, but I had bungled 
everything myself. Going to Bobby’s room 
with him from the party had aided and 
abetted the impression if not the actual 
cause. I was guilty on circumstantial evi- 
dence, and Bubbles was having a ball with 
the circumstances. 

“Well, well,” he chortled, “little Miss 
Prissy got cut down to size, huh? Here tell 
it was real great, too, complete with just 
enough fight to make it interesting. Real 
nice.” 

I felt the urge to slap his face, but my 
arm hurt me too much to raise it. 

After that, my reputation as the lily- 
white lamb of the troupe was shot. 
Frankly, the girls were happy, and Bubbles 
Johnson, although burning because I had 
bestowed no intimate favors upon him, nev- 
ertheless continued to find satisfaction in 
taunting me. If Tom Dawson ever knew 
about the supposed incident, however, and 
I’m sure Shirley Williams lost no time in 
telling him, he didn’t act as if he thought 
about it for even a second. 

Frankly, I didn’t care. I knew I was 
innocent, and further, if I had been guilty 
of that one indiscretion, I was still better 
off than a lot of our dancers who were soft 
touches for two or three guys in every 
town. I was better than all of them, and 
they knew it. 

But even then, forces that I didn’t even 
know about were conspiring to change 
things. The road began to get tougher, a 
couple of headliners dropped out of our 
revue; one ill, another for a better job. 
Pretty soon, the road got real rough and 
then, one night in the Deep South, we 
found ourselves stranded. The show had 
played to exceptionally poor houses that 
week, and the theater owner couldn’t pay 
off. We had lost money in a couple of 
other spots, too, and Tom had been unable 
to meet the full payroll. He had split the 
money as best he could, and we had all 
agreed to go along until things got better. 
But they only got worse, and then we were 
stuck. Tom tried everything he could, and 
then he hit us with the facts. 

“Well, this is it, kids,” he said. “The 
absolute end. The theater owner doesn’t 
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lt was the end of the line for me, and I had 


to face: stranded in a strange town, money 


_ 


gone and hungry. I had but one chance to 


survive and living was the most important thing 


He owes everybody in town. 


rob him, sue him, string him up 


and we still wouldn’t get a cent. 
to raise the money by calling 
but you just can’t borrow the 
ugh we need by phone. I can 
but I'll have to do it in person. 


go to New York.” 


ntly Tom had faced such crises 


ome out okay, because none of 
s in his troupe questioned his 
on the promise to bail us out. 
ed being stranded, but nobody 
it Tom would eventually come 


He spread around what money 


ft except for his expenses East, 

words of encouragement. When 
e. he took me off to one side 

red: 

ezing your train fare home out 
The other girls will be okay, 

too.” 


kay. I said, taking his 


arm grasp. I looked him straight 


ven anyone, 


with the most appreciative look 
But I didn’t intend 
ng home broke. Not to mother. 
my chances where I was. 
The little 
fast. Rent 
A couple of 


hances were slim. 
left 
d food got scarce. 
get jobs in town, but stranded 
just one thing to most 
employers—easy pickings at 
ces. Shirley, of course, had fig- 
ill the time, and was taking 
f the situation. She was still 
only now she was calling well- 


fom us went 


eant 


in town, making dates for girls. 
aid, they could take care of 


as offering to take care of me. 


vasn t having any, not yet. 


got to use what talent she’s got 
umstances,”” Shirley laughed. 
think it was funny. 
k and a half went by and no 
fom. I was broke. hungry and 
{nd then the final blow came. 
yood showed up in town. He 
through to an Atlanta date but 
r had forced his plane down for 
Shirley got the news fast. 
1,” she said, “I guess you're off 
iporarily anvwayv. Your lover 


“Who?” I asked forlornly. 

“Bobby Haywood, who else?” she said. 

I laughed, short and cynical, then burst 
out real hysterical. When I finally stopped 
I told Shirley: 

“In case you haven’t heard what I’ve 
been trying to tell you all these weeks, he 
wouldn’t give me the time of day, not after 
the fight we had.” 

“You mean you really did hold out on 
him?” Shirley asked unbelievingly. 

“You'll find it hard to understand, I 
know, but I really, truly did,” I said. 

“Well,” she gasped. slapping one hand 
to her face. “Now I’ve seen everything but 
an elephant fly. But it doesn’t help you 
any. Nobody believed you anyway. And 
now you really need him. I was just about 
to give him a ring- 

Shirley looked at me questioningly. I 
thought quickly, my empty stomach churn- 
ing. I had reached the end, and mother 
had said, “When you walk out that door, 
don’t ever come back.” And it was my 
father who had told me: “You'll never have 
to worry about a thing in this whole wide 
world, not as long as there’s a man still 
alive somewhere in it.” I couldn’t expect 
help now from the other girls. They were 
earning theirs the hard way. And for me. 
it might as well be Bobby as anybody. 
After all, he already had credit for me. 

“Where is he staying?” I asked, getting 
up and reaching for my coat. 

Shirley grinned quickly and scribbled 
down the hotel address. Then she picked 
up the phone. I was faintly 
pleasant. bantering conversation. She had 
Bobby on the phone. and was asking if he 
was lonesome. Apparently he was. She 
winked at me. I walked toward the door. 
As I went out, I heard her say: 

“I’m sending a friend over. Guess who 
it is? Candy Evans. Yes. Just tell her 
what you like and how you like it. She'll 
see that you get it just that way.” 


aware of a 


4 VERYTHING after that was a night- 
4 mare: Bobby, brutal, impatient. pay- 
ing me back for the rough time I had given 
him. Four or five others after him in the 
week following. It all meant pain. shock. 
embarrassment, humiliation—and food and 
a place to stay for another night. I was 
too stunned to realize what was happening 
to me. I had forgotten how it all started. 


what I was heading for, or what it was to 
hope. 

And then the money came. Tom had 
raised it, enough to try to make up for 
everything. We were going back to New 
York in style. He wired the cash to Bub. 
bles Johnson, who got train reservations 
for sleeping accommodations and every. 
thing. Everybody was happy and shouting 
and slapping each other on the back. But 
it was too late for me. I was ready to get 
out, sure. And I got on that train, but it 
was all sort of automatic, all done by my 
involuntary muscles. I must have been in 
some sort of trance, because when Bubbles — 
made his last play, I didn’t even care, | 

Once on the train for New York I learned 
that I had no berth. Bubbles swore he had 
miscounted or that the reservations had 
gotten fouled up. But he had a compart 
ment. And, of course, he was most willing 
to share that. Hypnotically, out of force of 
a new habit or now too humiliated to ob 
ject, I agreed. Bubbles was the happiest 
passenger aboard all the way to New York. 

When we arrived in New York, the sight 
of Tom’s happy, grinning face at the sta 
tion was like some sort of shock therapy, 
The past all sprang up sharp and clear, 
every sordid detail. I couldn’t fathom how 
I could have ever done what I had. Not 
with Bobby or any of the others. And I was 
convinced I must have been doped to sub 
mit to Bubbles. I was disgraced, if only) 
in my own eyes. 

Then there was the final horror. The 
overdose of sleeping pills, the hospital 
room and then finally back to the hotel 
where Tom tried to soothe me with com 
forting, understanding words. But I lashed 
out again, a hard, ringing slap in the face, 
like I had given Bobby Haywood the first: 
time. I had been right then, and it seemed 
right now. Tom wanted what all the others 
wanted. I could tell now by the light in 
his eyes, the soft, caressing, intimate touch. 
He was like all the others; now that he 
knew I had fallen, he was after me, too. 
I lashed out. again and again. 

Things aren’t easy now. I work at home 
here in the laundry beside my mother. We 
live together and we’re mother and daugh- 
ter, but we still aren’t friends. Maybe it’s 
because I won’t talk to her much. She 
seems to have changed, to have softened 
a little. 

3ut I’ve had it too tough. I'll never 
soften again. I didn’t come home broke.) 
Tom, even with his face bandaged from 
the slashes of my nails, paid me off in 
full, with a bonus. And for a while, I got 
a few letters from him, most of them ac 
cusing me of being too young and stupid 
to tell the difference between a gleam in 4 
man’s eye and a real love light. He told me 
that I had been mentally ill after that 
Southern experience, that I needed help) 
and all. 

But it’s too late for anybody to help meg 


Men ruined me. THE END 


even Tom. 











